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DRAMATIC HISTORY OF INDIA. 


_ 1 _ 

THE PROMISED LAND. 

The Aryans came down to India in the begin- 
ning of Time from the highlands of Upper 
Asia. They came through the Punjab. They 
brought with them their flocks and herds. In the 
Rig-Veda we have a collection of their hymns, 
and It gives us also a few facts regarding their 
lives and their beliefs. Also it speaks of what 
they found in India. The cause of their migration 
is not known. One hymn says it was because 
the seasons in the high uplands changed, and 
there was ten months’ winter and two months of 
summer. You can trace the journeyings of the 
Aryan race by the Aryan words in various lan- 
guages. Dnktar is one of these. It is daugh- 
ter in English, tochter in German. It means a 
milkmaid. 


D. H. I. 



DRAMATIS persona: 

A Risui A Milkmaid 

A Runner 1st shepherd 

2nd shephfro 

SCENE 

The cntl « m >untain THE RISHt ((J« 

old 6(rtrJ«»i/ hliml man) ifnfril im a project- 
my rocl ii/iich oierlook* (/i plains •{ Indtn bcloK 
Beiide hint il md^ n hmi tni (THE \ULV*MAID) 
carrying a pot hrimfiil of milk 

RiSHt Would I have my vanished sight once 
morel Tell me, dauehlcrlmR How looks this 

promised land towirds which we have been 
journeying these months and years I 
MUkMAtD doiin fter ;>of of inilK an I 

ihadinq her eyet uith her hand 1 It seems to have 
no end grandad ' Further and yet further it 
stretches till the purple edge of it is lost in 
the purple mists 

RiSHi Canst see water, daughierling ? Water 
for the flocks and herds} 

MlLKAiAlD There be five silver snakes curv- 
ing southward through the land, they must be 
rivers 
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RtSHL Good! And the hind looks fair and 
rich ? 

Milkmaid. A\’e l There should be pasturage 
enough and to spare for oiir flocks and herds. 
They will forget their long journeyings from the 
Roof-of-the-World. { But who can ever 

forget the upland meadows they have left, where 
the .spring flowers — 

RlSHI. True, my daughter, they were beauti- 
ful; but the snow lay too long, the summer was 
all too short. So the Word came to wander. 
{ ifAs//«’ss7|/.) Sure it is time news came of the 
advance party. They promised to send back to 
say how they fared. 

Milkmaid. [ Lookauj intentlu.] Mothought I 
saw something on the upward path — Yes! it is 
a man running. The news comes, grandad! 

RlSHI. Now Agni and all the gods send it be 
good news ! 

I Enter Hh' RUNNER who falls af the RiSHl’s 
feet and touches them with his forehead,] 

Runner. Hail, Wisest of the Wise! I bring 
good news! Our party hath advanced many miles 
into the promised land, and found it even more 
than they expected. They have vanquished the 
enemy — 

RlSHI. Then it is an inhabited land? — 

RUNNER. Inhabited squats down, and 

turns to the MiLraLAID.] Lo! Sister! If I have 
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to tell all I ha\e seen I require breath and 
my mouth is dri ' Pnthec a dnuRht from thy 
m\lk pot I 

\S)e I u'< •! ^ f If* • 

UK » btr I ti t ttm (ht Shepherds 

/uip e n n/ \ttnl iisftnif /] 

RU\>tR Know O Most Uise' the land !■> 
lull ol peoples but not all one k ntl There 
be two the black and the rt I The black are 
Dasyas or robbers They have no no^es 
1ST Shepherd Say you so' \Vih Wahl 
2ND SHEPHERD Wah Wah' Say you so? 

[Tl j ^r»li> lUtr » 'ytriiihl tiffec 

1 M,\ 

RUNNER Not that they have not nostrils set 
a«. « were m a button but they have no nose 
to speak of {He tr ket lit ot t^ort»o«w/e/y ] 
iND SHEPHERD Say you so? Wahl Wahl 
1ST SHEPHERD \\ih' Wth' Say you so? 
RiSHi Enouqh of noses! What language do 
these people speak * 

Runner, Most Wise* They utter fearful yells I 
But they shoot well with bows and arrows Still 
we pievatl and drive them from their woods 
and forests 

RiSfll That IS well' After these long nights 
of joutneyings the dawn «?3raes at last — praise 
be to The“ iJshsas' Shining robed Maiden of 
Light I \nd what of the red people? 
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Runner. They be of a different kidney ; not 
so easy of conquest. They have iron cities. 
RISHI. Iron ! 

Runner. Aye, Most Wise. And they till the 
ground with iron ploughs and sow seeds so that 
their flocks may feed. 

1ST Shepherd. Wah! Wah! Say you so? 

2ND Shepherd. Say you so? Wah! Wahl 
RlSHI. So can we learn to do if need be. 
Go on. Runner. 

Runner, And they have temples ; not the 
open skj' as we have, but carven buildings — 
Rishi. [ Quickly. ] And their rites are doubtless 
different from ours. They are accursed. 

Runner. And they are rich beyond compare! 
Their women — 

Milkmaid. [Eagerly.] Then there be women? 
Runner. iSlany, my sister, and most beautiful ; 
all covered with gold and jewels 1 

[The two Shepherds and the Milkmaid 
give a sigh of content.] 

Rishi. [Rfsingf.] It is enough! [He stretches his 
hatid out over the distance he camwt see. ] Yea ! 
My children, the news is good ! We have tra- 
velled far hoping always for this da 3 ^ It has 
come at last and though my outward eyes be 
sightless, wdth my inward ones I see a day far 
off in the ^mars when the flood of my people 
shall have filled this promised land. So here, 
O Milkmaid ! let us pour a libation to the gods, 
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and sing the Sacred Hymn of the Sacred Soma 
The Drink that mikes mtn as the gods 

[ fhe MlLKStAlD /fours mill upon (he qround 
tkfy stand uttf uplifted handi and chant 
tlio iSnrred Hymn uhtle the Uqht dies and 
the jici moow ^htus tn the Heatons J 

CHANT 

Soma' Born of the mountains 1 succulent golds n 
Sweet-sraelling plant and fair growing’ All worship be thine ! 
Ea the draught of thv healioc are hiddtn and holden 
The things men desire and cotet to make them divine 
Plucked in the moontight and pressed with right charming* 
Prt.e us from sorrow and grief from feat and alarming* 
Forward and straight let us go inspired bj Soma, 

Forward as deed-doers ever the followers of Soma 



— 2 ~ 

THE MAHABHARATA. 


This is the great epic of India. So well known 
is it to the Indian people that its words and its 
wisdom are part and parcel of their daily life. 
It is not historical, but it is the only record we 
have of the time which came after the Vedic or 
Aryan times. Most people see in it only an ac- 
count of a war that is supposed to have raged 
between two tribes called the Kauravas and the 
Pandavas; but it is more than that. It is amongst 
other things the story of a splendid knight-errant 
by name Bhishma, or The Terrible ; a knight who 
takes worthy place beside those of the Round 
Table; for justice, honour, bravery a knight of 
whom every Indian boy should be proud. 



DRAMATIS PERSON/E 


BHISHMA a hero 

ARJUN\ the th rd Pandu Pr ncc 

YUDiSTHlRA the el lest Pandu Pr nee 

BHIMA the secon 1 Pandu Pr nee 

DURYODHANA the el lest kaurava Pr nee 

Karna a joinR noble attached to the ka nvas 

Drona tl e r Master of Arms 

SCENE 1 

A Oant n I f> f tie allci/f a t rqet / s hec 

eet p a I a cr d / bo t la ql / a d 9/ o t / 

are *loofnq al t II lom anl arro % Tie Jwjs 
ins' dr’ ,• jfj? jj ,i\' 

«on of dca I K q Pa d an I lie I u Ired sona / 
W nd K nq Dhrit ra^Ua Bl sin a tie r g c t i nr/a 
nni tutor a t H land ome an t tl q gra e /ucft 

loK la ts streaked tl qrej ats uatcl nq tin 

boy^ from He sfep9 of s er I o se 

YUDlSTHiRA Now s Arjuna s turn 
Duryodhana Is err 7 I Arjunal Always Ar 
)unal One would th nk the world held no skil^ 
^at h s Kama can beat h m at s ngle st cW an^r 
day Canst thou not katna? 

Karna IS^ttn; Ipa] We shall see nexcr 
fearl 1 challenge h ml I challenge hm! 
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BHIMA. [ With a loud r/uffaw, stretching his huge 
viuscniar arms.] And me at wrestling, mayhap! 
But look you. cousin, I back Arjuna to shoot or 
do anything else against the whole lot of you 
Kauravas — so there ! 

DURYODHANA. [Fiercch/.] Do you? Hark to 
what the bull-neckccl beast saith, boys ! Shall 
he insult us? 

Boys. No! No! [They gather round.] 

BHISHMA. [Calling.] Boys! Boys! Remember you 
play a game ! If it be Arjuna’s turn let him 
have it. To be just is to be as the gods. 

[ The tumult subsides. ARJUNA shoots and the 
arrow quivers in the very centre of the mark.] 

ALL THE BOYS. Wah ! Wah ! Well done! Well 
done ! 

Arjuna. Stop a bit! I can beat that, I think. 
[Jie draws again and the second arrow hits 
and siAits the fii'st.] 

All the Boys. Wah! Wah! Arjuna is in- 
deed the victor. Well done! Well done! 

[Arjuna delighted at his success, thi'ows aside 
his bow, and mins to BHISHMA for sympathy. 
He climbs on BHISHMA’s knee and flings 
his arms round his neck.] 

Arjuna. Didst see? T did it! I did just as 
thou and Master Drona didst teach me, O my 
father ! 
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BHISHMA [iJjses an I rfoitn Ihc ioy quietly] 

I am not thy father O Bhantat 

lARJUNA notches him surpntrd as he 

flit 71/ then turns to the MASTER OF ARMS 1 
\Vh«-iefoye did he say that so '^dly? 
And whose son am I »f not his we all call 
him Grandsire’ 

ITHE BO\S ijalher round 1 
Dron^ \e be all sons of Rings 
YUDISTHIRA Ave* but ibcir father [He 
to the Kaima i pr ) is blind and blind men 
nre not kings by right 

DROSA Hn^^ a care yoong sir What you 
spit at the sRy falls on your face Thy father, 
80 they say was a while leper But both through 
no fault but by heaven s chance h is n goodly 
storv 

ALL THE BO^S Tell it us 
Drona Well the game being over it might 
cool your minds and bodies and Knowledge pre 
vents folk from qiiairelUng like vtuads in n cage 
WtH see you I My Lord Bhishma was his 
fathers only son and heir to the throne But, 
so dearly did he love and honour his father, 
that to enable him to marry a beautiful girl he 
loved m> Lord Bhishma look an oath never 
to marry, and never to claim the throne That 
''as to belong to hts fathers son by the beauli- 
fol g'rl And all these years my Lord Bhishma 
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has kept his oath, though many a fair damsel 
has wanted him. All the three maidens he 
brought from far to be brides for his half-bro- 
ther, the King, wanted him, but he held fast to 
his oath. One went away and died of grief. 
Thy grandmother, O Kauravas ! wanted him too. 
She refused to look at the husband they brought 
her, and wept so much that her son — thy father 
— was born blind. And thy grandmother, O 
Pandavas ! for desire of him, looked at the hus- 
band they brought her with such loathing and 

turned so pale with fear that thy father was 
born a white leper. 

But to all my Lord Bhishma gave the same 
reply: “I will renounce the three worlds, and 

all that may be greater than these, but my oath 

■will I not renounce.” And all these years hath 
he been guardian of the king, and the princes 
and the land and ail have flourished. Lo ! the 
wheel of virtue having been set in motion by 
my Lord Bhishma, all are brave, learned, honest 
and happy. It is a golden age ! 

[THE Boys sit thoughtful, fill BHISHMA re- 
turning from his ivalk aside rallies them.] 

Bhishma. What — all silent and glum! Youth 
should have no cares, and brave men need but 
to fight their best and let victory or defeat come 
as please the gods. But, mark you, boys, 
they must fight with honour. Remember the 
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rule — ‘With one who has thrown away his 
sword with one fillen with one fiyinR for his 
life, with one yicldinfi with woman or one bear- 
ing the name of woman or with low vulgar 
fellows no Rcntleman eaer fiRhts Come say it 
after me boys lest vnu fi rgtt 

(Boy's / yt t ift<i him (hanliiui] 
VtUh ons who hath thrown iwav his sword 
y\ith one fl\iiu for his life 
With one fallen with oie lidding 
With veoraan ot one with womans name 
With low nr lulgv fellows I do no battle 
BHJSHtlA Boys’ — dear lo me all as sons! 
That IS the true soldiers rule' So now to games 
once more' Kama hath challenged the Panclata 
to smsle stick 

All THE Boys Humh' Hurrah' 



DRAMATIS PERSON/E. 


KING DHRITARASHTA, the blind Kin". 

YUDISTHIRA, the Pandava Prince lately appoint- 
ed heir-apparent. 

DURYODHANA, the disappointed Kaurava Prince. 

DRAUPADI, wife to Yudisthira. 

SHAKUNI, King of Gandhara, an expert gambler. 
Uses loaded dice. Desires Draupadi. 

BHIMA, brother to Yudisthira. 

VEDIIRA, a wise counsellor 

BHISHMA, the Grandsire ^ Desirous of peace. 

DrONA, the Preceptor y 

Nobles, Princes of Pandu and Kuru race, 
etc., etc. 

SCENE II. 

A crystal arched Hall. It has a thousand pil- 
lars each inlaid ivith gold and lapis lazuli. The 
floor is covered with many-hued carpets, bordered in 
gold. It is filled with a splendid assemblage of 
princes and kings seated separately or in pairs on 
costly seats of beautiful shape and colour. In the 
centre is a gaming table ivith dice ready on it. 

BHISHMA. Plearken, oh, my children. Let not 
strife come between you. The Kauravas and the 
Pandavas are brothers, have been brothers since 
boyhood, should be brothers till death ! 
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Dt"R\ODHANA I Sn e /I Brothers oh Grand 
s re should ha e equal rights vet "Vudisthira 
hath the he rsh p to the kingdom 
VedUR\ I V Ij/ ] Because he s of all most 
V se n ost patent nost j t Such cho ce s of 
the Rods so ease 1 om jealous> D ryodhana ' 
An 1 thou O Y 1 sth ra beth tk thee Gambling 
s nfa r Ren enber thou w It be k ng 
\1,DISTHIR\ I do remember t Most Wise for 
that reason I accept my cousns challenge No 
monarch can do less 

ShAKUNI I /mpoticnt/^ ] The assembly s set 
and I Pr nee Duryodhanas proxy am prepared 
I prithee begin unless thou art afraid 
YUDISTHIRA I Se ri q t/ e <f cc l>ox 1 Not II See 
here O cous n This fa r str ng of pearls won 
from the ocean is mv first stake— and yours — 
DURYODHANA Th s row of priceless erne aids 
SH kKUNI Done ! I Thej thnu ] Good fortune 
waits on me — see I have won 
YUDISTHIRA IBennn g to uax lar i ] Not so 
fast my friend 1 I stake the money n m> trea 
sury — and you? 

DuryodhANA [Co tenptio sly 1 The same and 
w th thy pearls thrown in 

[They tkrop ShAKOni utl kis load d dee 
u ns 1 

YUDISTHIRA I Becoming t sbly exated ] I stake 
arm es and ray serving men 
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DURYODHANA. The same, with all that thou 
hast lost, thrown in. 

{They go on staking and throwing zuitil 
YUDISTHIRA ruined, sans money, sans 
kingdom, sans men, covers his face with his 
ha}ids.] 

BHISHMA. [ With emotion. ] Honour remains, m 3 " 
son — with that a brave man counts himself a 
king. Thou art thyself, remember. 

DURYODHANA. [ Evilly.] He hath himself to stake 
if he wills it. What say you, Yudisthira? Thy- 
self as King? 

Yudisthira. [ Wildly.] If all else is lost, why 
not myself? Yea! I accept. 

[They throw — SHAKUNI wins.] 

VEDURA. [P7-otesting.] Ah Duryodhana, naught 
is gained by this. Wealth, kingdoms, power are 
•nothing. These men will soon regain what they 
have lost : for they are heroes. Win them to thy 
side by love and kindness. They will be more 
to you than all the wealth they have. 

Duryodhana. [ With a laugh. ] A good idea. 
Come, my cousin — you have something left to 
stake. Your brothers. 

Yudisthira. My brothers ! Never ! 

Bhima. Bethink thee, brother ! Thou hast given 
thyself as king to these gross robbers. Give us 
at least the chance of rescue. Done, Shakuni, 
done 1 Ourselves ’gainst all that he has lost. 
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[ thrnu «»•/ Tl.e I'ltt a-^^cniblii n 

«/Htl pfiin ffirne 
/ftioKriHi; fii<* Ktiurtitat, \nMer//ip I’antbira* 1 
DURYOOUaNA I >'<■« 1 TVnt 

cjinchc** »t 

"VUtilSTHlRA I III filti’r tU’iptuiilrncc ^ That 
chnches it Brother. forRi\e me 

SHaKUNI 1 Lp-ihh*** 'nPPMn'l ufii</Hriii7 YUDIS- 
tHIRA 1 At! 1*5 not lostl Thy Queen remam*- — 
fair Draupartt 

YUDISTIURA Us'hu/uir; «/> 1 My Queco I Never, 
tte htAs nve %\uVe my Qvtttn, my — 

I I7ip HSvmWy t/in/ls faiiti cn**? o/ “S/iamr/ 
S(Kim< f” \ 

BHISHMA I III a On, ken t.ne<' J Oh, ton most 
Vkise. forbeat’ 

VloURA Ihit It rank infamy 

DRONA Send thy steel ihrouRh his heart thoii 
knowest the way • 

YUDlSTHlRA [S/owfj/ I ^et if by her I won my 
brothers back, if by her aid these robbers were 
undone, would she not wtlu)me it* Aye' Orau- 
padi against the worl.p III back her to the last 
drop of niy blood 

\The a««<’tfiWv nm/s «jfA trift of "Forbear, 
forbear" Eiery man hamif on the lerdict 
as SHAKUKl joff/pt /Ae ,j,ce Then niter 
silence sinks ns SHakuM snys m a shiii- 
i«7 toicp, ' iriir BtanpaiU is our?'"! 
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[ YudISTHIRA sinks hack overcome with shame, 
grief, 7'emorse, DURYODHANA laughs cruel- 
ly, SHAKUNI puts aside the dice box with 
trembling hands . ) 

DURYODHANA. We have won the Queen, and 
now will take our prize. Bid her come hither, 
Chamberlain. 

YUDISTHIRA. [Feebly.] Not here, before these all. 

DURYODHANA. She is won by dice — therefore 
a slave; and slaves cannot object. 

Chamberlain. [Returning.] The Queen refuses 
to obey, but sends this message to her lord. " Who 
was thy master when thou lost me at the dice, 
thyself or someone else ? ” 

[ YUDISTHIR.A. is too pj'osfrafe to reply. I 

DURYODHANA. [Angrily.] Let me put her ques- 
tion for herself ! Bring her hither ! If she come 
not peaceably, by force. 

[ Murmurs of shocked surprise and dissent 
from the assembly.] 

[ Enter DRAUPADI, dragged in by guards. ] 

DrAUPADI. [Lidignant.] Shame on ye all to drag 
me here, a queen, like any 'Buf" l/ere before 

ye all I ask my lord this Question — only one; 
"Wert thou free man when tn(S,u didst stake thy 
wife, or hadst thou lost thyself arid^ so become a 
slave?” 

[DURYODHANA looks hurriedly at SHAKUNI 
and SHAKUNI at DURYODHANA.] 


2 . 


D. H. I. 
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Fqt> i{ thou vfert d slave how didst thou dare, 
beitiR slave, to stake a free woman on the hazard 
of the die? My lordl My lords! This is unheard- 
of infamy I I claim the right of freedom I I, the 
Queen cannot be bought or sold by any slave 
Ah Duryodhanal Thou'rt too cunning to be wise 
I and the Pandu princes have escaped thee 

[The aiaetnUy carried wcay hy her uorda 
breads into applause and (isscntl 
DHRITaraSHTA. I Ammo from his throne] Ohl 
first of all the daughters my sons have brought to 
me, most wise most virtuous thou art right No 
slave can barter a free woman Thou art free, and 
free to ask of me what favour thou desirest as re- 
ward 

DraUPADI The favour that my son may never 
say, My father was a slave ’ Set Vutlisihira free 
O King 1 

DHRiTARASHrA. Lo» He is free I 
UtlRYODMANA I claim my right of chance 
Once more the dice shall say whether we princes 
e® mto exile for a dozen years, 
padi 5 o *■ ^ ' blood Shakuni I the dice ’ 

(Iro H5HMA lIpiplonw 7 1 No ootagainl Evil will 
■ne from this and quarrels without end I bid 
ou all beware I 

Yudisthira Grandsirel Let be — my honour 
‘s at stake 111 take no favour from these mis- 
creants 


l-ffc fArows anti ioses] 
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Come, my brothers! come my Queen. We go — 
but we go fighting to the end. Aye and the fight 
will last until we win. 

[ Exeunt to martial music.], 



DRAMATIS persona:. 

Bhishma, the Grandsirc 
ARJINA a Pandu Prince. 

YUDiSTHiRA, a Panda Prince 
CHIKASDIN, a Prince. 

DRONA, the Preceptor 

Nobles, Soldiers, BtHMA .mil the Twins 

SCENE HI 

A wide plitiii, •tind Jfeaio clouds, 

of rain thiin<li.i l> ihtntn<i 

1 BHISHMA "i>il DRONa enter folloneti bjf 
thtir enart I 

Bhishma Time passes and the conflict that 
began twelve years ago with Prince Shakunj's 
loaded dice will neter end until 1 die Yet death 
IS not for me bec.aiisc the lie of duty to the 
Kuru race binds me to life Ym my heart is sad. 
I would not war against the Pandu heroes ^ — are 
they not my sons as well as the Kauravas? 

DrovA Most true, O mighty one I my skill 
rt was that strung Arjuna's bow Weill the die 
IS cast — we must fight on as brave men fight 
for duty — for our cause [£xeiint J 

{ Enter Arjuna and YUDlSrHlRA follow^ 
ed 6{/ SOLDIFRS ] 
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ArjuNA. But for the words the Holy One spoke 
even now, I could not war against our Grandsire. 
Think how good he was of old. How well he 
fathered us poor fatherless boys! Yet as the 
Great One said : “ Life is not slain, Life cannot 
slay; the Spirit lasts for ever.” So let us on. 

YudiSTHIRA. Nay 1 I must seek for counsel 
ere I fight. 

[ Exeunt all. ] 

[ Re-enter BrnsmiiA, SOLDIERS a HERALD. 

They seat themselves.] 

BHISHMA. Let us rest ourselves and seek good 
counsel of the gods. 

Herald. My Lord Yudisthira craves an audi- 
ence of Great Bhishma. 

BHISHMA. Let him come. 

[Enter YUDISTHIRA.] 

Yudisthira. I come a suppliant on the eve of 
war to beg thy blessing, Grandsire, and thy 
leave, to battle with the best, the bravest of all 
men — thyself, whom all revere and love ! 

Bhishma. Thou hast it, O my son 1 
Bound am I to the Kurus by my salt. 

But ye do I love also. Blest indeed 
Are ye for coming thus. Had ye forgot 
I must have cursed you. Now — 

Battle excepted, what dost thou desire? 

Yudisthira. Wisest of men ! None dare to 
ask of thee, aught but fidelity. Yet if we slay 
you not, defeat is ours. How shall we compass 
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None of the race of men can van 
qutsh me and for my death? — 

Thai onW comes to me of m> free 
B t on brarel) gun the \ictor> 

\ ! I I \riuna keep hw arrows sharp 
\ u ha\e my Wessmj, Now 1 must ro hence 

IfTxcrnf different ««j/s 1 
I Noise r.f jiihUnt SOLDIERS niii in und off 
Loti crie* rloihimi of su<tn/« niii *penra 1 
ArjuNA [/JminiHo oi IreatkUa^ f Jlmed by 
CHIKANDIS YirDlSTHIRA ant SOLDIERS 1 Foiled 
acatn’ There s something in his eye that makes 

me ctuaii t think hoo oft I ve sal upon his 

km Ui knee -Vh Bhishma ' Bhishma I Fate is 
hard mdee I i/fun* qff J 

YudisTHIRA Vet f the Grandsire lues »e 
Pandus are undone' Gainst him vte canntt win 
CHIKANDIN Most true m> pnnee ' and yet — 
Thou knowest my story how my mother hid even 
from my father she had borne a boy and 
brought me up a gul She was the Princess 
Amva sire and had a grudge against Great 
Bhishma in the past He bore her off and 

would not marry her He had some oath of 

cehhacy Then when V grew to mans estate she 
changed my name to Chikan tm from Chikandini 
sent me forth a warrior and here I am ready to 
do my part Great Bhishma oft has said With 
•womankind or one who bears or who has borne 
iheir name I do no battle I^t me try my luck I 
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YUDISTHIRA. [ Thoughtfully. ] I like it not ; and 
yet, the battle must be won! — Hark! Here they 
come again. Go thou and help ! 

[ Noise of fighting as before. Exit Chikan- 
DIN.] 


[ Exit YUDISTHIRA. ] 
[ Re-enter BHISHMA breathless. ] 

BhisHMA. Halt! I will rest awhile! Arjuna’s 
shafts strike home, Ha ! who come here, unar- 
moured and alone? Yudisthira, Bhima, Arjuna and 
the Twins. Welcome, my sons — a thousand wel- 
comes! Wherefore do ye come? 

Yudisthira. To ask thy guidance, wisest of 
all men. How in this battle we shall conquer 
thee ; without it we are lost ! 

BHISHMA. Oh! Ye my sons! My blessing on 
you rest, that you do seek such counsel. Yet 
have I none to give save this. Remember when 
you think of me the rule I gave you when as 
yet ye were but boys. 

With one who hath thrown away his sword, 

With one flying for his life, 

With one fallen, with one yielding, 

With woman or one with woman’s name 
I do no battle. 

Yea ! I will bare my bosom to the shaft of 
such as these. That is my answer. Farewell ! I 
go to fight. 

[ E.vif. ] 

[ The five brothers bow their heads silently 
and go oiit.l 
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Herald To arms! To arms! The enemy is 
nigh 1 

\Aqo\n cmfu'teti eounds of /rgWini? SOL- 
DIERS pail «««/ repost 1 
I hnter ARJUNA und CHIKAND!N ) 

There \s no way bol this Go Ihou 
before me <Mthout fear O CJnkanclin' GreTt 
Bhishnia will not strike thee’ 

CmkANDiN My sword »s sharp I «i!l asenge 
tnj mother I 

I Exeunt ] 

[Fiihtiii) «i hcntd behind thf scenes] 
BhiSHMAS voice These arrows culling like 
the (otd of winter* they are not Chikandins 
""■TTiey pierce me lo the very heart for they are 
Arjunas ket Chikandm stands there before me 
and I will not strike Gainst women and 'gainst 
those who bear their names, I do no battle 
levies /rom behind scenes ] 

Cries Bhishma falls! Bhishma has fallen! 
BHISHMAS VOICE iFnint jjet di8(«iie(l 
Yea 1 I have fallen pierced by many shafts. 

And yet I die not till the sun shall nse 
From Its declension to the brave ascent 
Towards highest Light I wiH he here 
Upon roy bed of arrows and the world shall learn 
From me the secret that has kept me pure 
A spirit cannot die — it lives lor ever! 

{ Stoii music ] 
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THE PARRICIDES. 


The Sesu-naga kings lived on the outside edge 
of reliable Indian history. The line began about 
600 B. C. At first their capital was Rajagriha, 
Afterwards it was removed to Pataliputra, which 
was built by Ajatasatru about 419 B. C. Very 
little is known of them, save that their reigns 
were contemporaneous with the lives of two of the 
greatest men who ever lived, Gautama Buddha 
and Mahavira the founder of the Jain religion. 
Of Ajatasatru this is known that he killed his 
father; legend says by starvation. It also asserts 
that the four kings after him followed his ex- 
ample and became parricides. 



THE PARRICIDES 

DRAMATIS PERSON E 


AJAT^V&ATRl. kiUK oI Mai.ailha 
DENadvtTA the BmWhis first cousm anfi bn- 
terest enemy 

DARSAKA Ihc Kink' 'o" 

A Chamberlain 
A Wandering mendicant 

SCENE 

A Palacf 77i<> rewMiiM o/ a /ettsi gel tn ihe 
irtdeholi A Iwocoiirfe on uhicft rrehnes n mnn An 
ofd^ innn a ciinninj; face it scateil on the 
carpet beside hurt It it 

DevadaTTA My lor«l the KinS seems of low 
spirits to-night. Wherefore? Has not all gone 
well? The hingdonv of Kosala is sobdaed Even 
the mighty Persian Dsiixia has checked his vic- 
torious march before touching Your Majesty's ter 
ritcsTies And round this fort budl at the junc- 
tion of the rivers will grow in time a town un- 
rivalled throughout all India for magnificence A 
town far finer than Kew Rajigriha which your 
father built — 
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AjataSATRU. [ Turning pule and staHing.] My 
father! Mention him not, O Devadatta ! Even to- 
day in all the mirth and revelry that rang through 
these walls — because I, Ajatasatru, had overcome 
all mine enemies — I seemed to hear those groans 
that drove me from Rajagriha — Rajagriha that he 
built — 

Devadatta. My lord! be calm — the prize is 
worth the price. 

Ajatasatru. f Wildly.] Worth it ? Oh, curses 
on your lying tongue 1 Is it worth it to see as I 
do, if I take a moment’s thought, the old man in 
his dungeon dying slowly, dying of starvation — 

Devadatta. I say that it is worth it. You 
were born to rule and make your subjects happy — 
Were you not the King, where were they? 

Ajatasatru. {More calmly.] There is that in 
it, no doubt. And the old man was past his 
prime. He could not have gained what I have 
gained, or ruled as I have ruled. And so I told 
the Blessed Buddha when I confessed my sin to 
him — I said, “ Sin has overcome me. Lord, weak 
and foolish and wrong that I am, in that for 
the sake of sovereignty I killed my father.” And 
the Blessed One granted me pardon. 

Devadatta. [ With an evil smile.] If Buddha’s 
pardon comforts my lord, so be it ! This slave 
does not need such poor stuff. He contents him- 
self with realities — such as this — ! 


2S 
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( ChambERLAI'^ mien Iradtnq the Kings 
hllle s n a fine bo/ of font, uho leaps to 
the Ktn i 9 trwf ] 

DaRSAKA I have come to say good night, 
father 

Ajaiasatru [Turf/yl ^ es 1 Eye of my heart s 
core of my inmost soul You would not sleep 
well without your fathers blessing would you? 
[Then emArocel 

Chamberlain \Relnrnini/\ An aged mendicant 
IS at the door 

AjataSATrU Give him alms 

Mendicant I twule the chamberi-aW1 

1 need no alms I would not touch one crumb 
that feW from your tvcVi \aWe LcmSl 

years ago 1 saw thy father thus His son was 
vn his arms as yours is now He called down 
blessings on your head and now a wasted ske* 
leton done to death by greed he lies while you 
feast proudly in his place Weill so be itl This 
fate that you have conjured into life shall linger 
in >our race That little lad shall hunger 
for your life — ayel take it too His son — your 
grandson!- — with the poison of your deed born m 
his veins^and his son too — 

AJATASATRU [Wtldlg clasping fits son 1 En 
oughl Enough! On me may (all the punishment 
but not on him* 1 tcH you he is innocenL 
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Mendicant. Yet must he die because you once 
forgot your duty to your father. Learn, O King ! 
e’en the forgiveness of a righteous man — yea, even 
of the Buddha, cannot change the courses of a 
crime. From age to age it bears its fruit until the 
harvest comes. So shall your race be called Par- 
ricides in this world’s history. 

[ Exit, leaving the KING prostrate on the couch.\ 
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A GREAT CONQUEROR 


In 327 B C Alexander the Great invaded India 
He crossed the Jhelura river or as he called it 
the Hydaspes and defeated the creat army led by' 
Poms He then crossed the Chenab and came td 
the rwer Beas beyond vihich lay by repute * 
brave well equipped more civilized foe than thos^ 
he had already conquered Here the spirit of hi^ 
soldiers began to dag they refused to go od 
So the retreat began Alexander re passed the 
■ptwiticw \’mcreiR'n v.'nvdn "ne 'rinth passtii 'nVe t* 
flaming sword with bent head embarked witb 
all his troops in boats on the river Jhelum and 
after a libation to his gods and the great river 
Indus whom he trusted to bring him to the seii 
started for Macedonia He died on the way back 



A GREAT CONQUEROR. 

DRAMATIS PERSONS. 

Alexander the Great. 

PORUS. 

taxiles. 

MEROfeS. 

KOINOS, a Cavalry leader. 

SCENE, 

A BATTLE-FIELD. 

Alexander is Standinf/ beside his chariot. Around 
him are officers of his staff. He has a roll of script 
ill his ha7id and points with his finger to something 
inscribed on if. 

Alexander. So far good ! Dripping, half-drown- 
ed, my legions have yet prevailed so far in this, 
the first great battle between East and West, By 
Jupiter! To see those two hundred leviathans of 
elephants couped up by the Macedonian cavalry, 
maddened with rage, was a sight to make a brave 
man tremble. I felt, myself, the only safety lay 
in forgetfulness. Ye Gods 1 but they fought well, 
those Indians, and their leader Porus. Ah ! Here 
comes Koinos from his arduous task 1 Well done ! 
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Komosl Next to those xvho stole the passaRC of the 
riser jour fcit of leailint; ixso rcRiments of casaf- 
ry across the van of the enemv deserves reward 
How goes II now * 

KOtNO'j They fight still Great AlexattJer Fore- 
most of them all hghts brave Porus their com- 
mander I 

Al-KXANDER Aye’ 1 saw him a giant m sta- 
ture, a lion for courace holding at bay half-a- 
hundred of my picKed soldiers Such an enemy 
would make a good friend See here Taxites< 
you are his comrade of hiv race — or like to itl 
Go to him and take a message of peace You 
can tell him we Macedonians are fair in con- 
quest as in fight 

TaxILES {Boircn^lSo have I found Great Alex- 
ander! Since I yielded up the Serptnt City wil- 
linBly. I have sttU been king I will take the 
message 

Alexander I Vii»ini7] Yea I l would be 
friends with all these people if I could But now 
to business Bi I the cipiains of the companies 
report, and Koinos see you that the outposts 
are recalled You Meroes, look to your Indian 
contingent 1 know not their ways, but jn my 
army I will have no pillage It is a brave foe 
we have defeated 
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[Re-enter TaxileS riinninr].\ 
Taxiles. ’Tis of no use, Great Alexander ! He 
is wounded in nine places and faint with thirst 
and loss of blood. But he fights still. Nay, when 
he saw me he turned and would have let loose a 
javelin at me but that I fled. 

Alexander. The more reason to save him. Go 
thou, Meroes, and shout at him from far my mes- 
sage of peace ; then the brave fool must at least 
hear it. 

Merges. I go, General. ’Twill not be my fault 
if he hears not. I can bellow like any bull. 

[ E.'cit, bellowing. ] 
Alexander. [Laughing.] ’Tis well that we can 
laugh. By the gods we are fortunate indeed ! 
The odds were all against us — six to one. Yet 
not one hairbreadth of my plan has gone a- 
stray ! I tell you, Koinos, in years to come, great 
generals will study my attack and find it good. 

[ Re-enter MEROES. ] 
Merges. I have won. He comes anon ! I found 
him dismounted of his elephant half dead, yet 
propped against the beast, his sword still in his 
hand. Around him forty foes all thirsting for his 
blood. So I bade them desist and stood and bel- 
lowed — [Coughs,] Yea I I bellowed and I bellow- 
ed, till he could not choose but hear. And he 
comes amain I 


3 . 
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{Stand* and coutjhs ] 
Alexander [QuuUu \ Charioteers make read> 

I ca to meet him Bra\ery like this ileserves ah 
ktnglj honiur 

miunts h\* chartOl and mai(“< off *lacly 
frJlou:id l>j hts ilaff The stage i« tmpOj 1 
{Enter ?ORLS He m bncfJy iioim(I«I 
tmlk* proudly Jd! ncri at a regretful dis- 
tance hg tuQ Macedonians liepaiises and 
looks bad at hts guards 1 
PORLS Not so close’ Have I not given rty 
word not to attempt escape’ A brave man does 
not lie. and 1 am brave 
Soldiers None braver ne dare swear 
PORUS But what IS bravery worth it the great 
twds give not the brains to use nt Thi^ Greek 
General has fair out willed me and 1 owe him 
homage for his cleverness, but not for courage*” 
or for bravery 

I Enter ALEXANDER in fiw chartU folloiped 
by hts staff He descends ] 

Alexander By the gods, what a man! Mork 
you bis stature and the brawny thews and smews 
of his limbs. Look at his face, a veritable 
Mars {He odionces and saltites PORUS,] Great 
king, great enemy, and greater warrior still thy 
foe salutes thee Speak! What dost thou require? 
Speak freely Alexander listens 
PORUS I would be treated in a kingly way 
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Alexander. Bravo! Bravo! Well said! So shall 
it be — for my sake, not thine own, since it is gain 
to treat a brave man bravely. But for thyself? I 
pray thee tell me what would be most pleasing to 
thee. 

PORUS. Great General, thou knowest as well as 
I that Kingship holds all things both small and 
great. I would be treated as a King — no more — no 
less. 

Alexander. Bravo again ! Ah, Porus, thou say- 
est truth. Kingship should hold both victory and 
defeat, riches and poverty, yea ! even joy and grief 
as part and parcel of itself! So shall it be — I 
give thy country back its noble King. And to him 
also do I gift, for love of his great bravery and stead- 
fastness, another country larger than his own. 
Clerk 1 see that the documents be duly writ. Porus ! 
thy hand ! foes once, in future, we are friends 1 
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THE RIVALS 

DRAMATIS PERSONS 

CHANDRAGUPT K nc an I Emperor 

Pt me Mn«x« and dcvoied 

servant 

RaKAHASA, forn cr Pr me M n stcr of the Nandas 
A Clerk 
A Chamberlms 

SCENE 

At Put I p fr tfi^ r lo r Con tr ce(^i 
tnber tl tiJ pilar rmf/ef tf joldtn 
nd set tl I T bird It Han h t a de fffir Icn 
si ddel u, ih fish p( Is a I fa ta tvs and planted 
j // a qrent ar eiy tyf orna ifat trees si rubs and 
fioce s I 1) de hall open nq to the garde i rontain* 
a huge gol le Is (I » x f ct nu. dth onto u r chly 
caned taWc e ers and bets s tf p re gdll are 
stand nq Some of them aresef uith preciois sfoies 

Ring CHANosAGurtA ts rccU moo rouch 
coiered oUh nch gold t ssue a d fo r female attend 
ants are wossao ng hvn wit/ ebony rollers 
Clerk. I Read ng ] By the orders of the Most 
M ghty a horse and ox race w l\ be held at the 
fourth watch ^ 
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CHANDRAGUPTA. Good, go on. 

Clerk. [Reading.] The War Office reports as rea- 
dy for service at the Most Mighty’s command an 
army of 690,000 excluding followers. The Admi- 
ralty has nothing to report. Transport Commis- 
sariat and Army Service, including drummers, 
grooms, mechanics and grass-cutters are all effi- 
cient and in order. Boards No. Ill, IV, V, VI, 
Infantry, Cavalry, War Chariots, Elephants are in- 
cluded in the War Office report. 

CHANDRAGUPTA. [Bleepihj.] Good, go on. 

Clerk. [ Reading. ] The first Municipal Board hath 
settled the leather-workers’ strike for wages, and one 
Bundranath hath been decapitated for causing 
the loss of an eye to an artizan of the first class. 

CHANDRAGUPTA. Good — not so hard, slave ! 
Not so hard. Send her away, toilet-master, and 
bring another. 

I The Masseuse goes weeping, another takes 
her place. ] 

Go on, scribe. 

Clerk. The second Municipal Board hath de- 
cently buried a foreigner from China, administered 
his estate and is engaged in similar work with 
the many strangers in the capital. The third Board 
hath prosecuted one Chrunda Das for failing to 
register the birth of his child within the appoint- 
ed time, and one Govind for neglecting the death 
of his grandmother, such omissions being contra- 
ry to law and obstructing the due levy of taxes. 
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Chandragx-pta GocKi, go oft 
Clerk. The Fourth Boird hath been busy in- 
spccting the merchants’ weights and measures, rec- 
tifying errors and duly stamping the royal stamp 
A baker hath been fined and fifteen licences to 
trade arc issued 

ChandRAGUPTA Good, go on What hath the 
Fifth Board done? 

Clerk. U hath supervised the roftchmdisc and 
goods separated new from old, thus aiding the 
Sixth Board which hath taken the tithe tax duly 
The tax not hiving been exaded. no punishment 
by death has octurred 

CBANPRAGLETA I Biimd o»d durmtijn'/ oMemf* 
fiats and clerk J So far good — my empire speeds 
on Its way as steadfast as the stars From the 
low pariah who sweeps the streets to the Most 
High, myself, alt is in order, regulated, settled 
Yet but a few short years ago 1 was a suppliant 
within these walls This is Chanakya’s work, mv 
counsellor, my friend! I can fight well, my empire 
shows as much From the Punjab to close upon the 
Eastern sea, from cold Himalaya to far Madura, this 
vs aU wiMie, atid yea ab* ■*tiaes\ cur of a fat money- 
lender could outwit me clean So ’tis Chanakya’s 
doing that the late King’s men are not in arms 
against rne Here he comes I Chanakya, thou art 
ever welcome 


^ They embrace 1 
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ChANAKYA. And I feel welcome when I bring 
good news. And what I bring is good. ’Tis some- 
what of a story, shall we sit ? [ They s^^.] 

Chanaicya. Your Honour knows how often I have 
balked the schemes of those against yon. A year 
ago you settled you would sleep in the pavilion. 
Going there one evening I noticed ants climb 
through a crevice in the wall, bearing the frag- 
ments of a recent meal. Instant I ordered fire 
should be set to the pavilion for I guessed that 
murderers were hidden in some secret passage. 
Doubtless they were, since from that very day, 
some of the King's most noted foes have not been 
seen! [Laughs.] So with the poisoned draught I 
took and poured into a test goblet, then seeing 
the colour change, bade the physician drink! 

] Since when, O King, you choose fresh 
places to sleep in every night, and drink no drink 
save from a golden cup. Now to all this Rakahasa 
is the key. He was the late King’s counsellor, as I 
am yours. To have him killed were easy ; but it would 
have fanned rebellion into life. My end and aim 
have therefore been to gain him to our side. I 
have succeeded in so far as this. He lives and 
in our hands. His dearest friend awaits death on 
the scaffold. This must be our bribe to make him 
loyal. I have bidden the prison guards escort him 
hither and I hear them come. [Rfses.] 

ChandraGUPTA. Chanakya, your wisdom makes 
me cold. If you should turn against me ? 
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CHANAKVA Sooner the sun turn from his order* 
cd course Here ir>> lord is Rakahisa the wise’ 

{ t nter RAkAHASA 1 
RAkAUA&A I Uit \ I his must be the man — the 
Mle Chin iky I — rnthtr let me own the wise Cha- 
njk>-» in cxhiusUess mine of fcavninR a deep 
o£ in tored with items Let not my env> set 
a Ic his merits 

ChaNAMA [£’»«/»»; I So thou art Rakahasa 
whose enmity so long has held at bay and doomed 
to sleepless nichts the Kiors best friends— 'and 
furnishcl me with themes of ceaseless thoufiht I 
am Chanak) i md I ask of you one question — Do you 
desire the life of Chindana your dearest friend? 
Rakahasa a needless question 
CHANAKyA Aye but wlut will say the Kinjj? 
CHANDRAGUTTA What m> preceptor 

says 

ChaKakyA Nay! then lis easy He cannot 
consent to grant such generous proof of grace 
whde Rakahasa still holds aloof and wields the 
sword But if he will assume — this weapon — 
I froii } ti bell {he Vinisferinf dagger \ take 

office in my place as Munster 
Rakahasa Pardon l I am not fit to hear what 
you so worthily have wielded 
CHANAKYA t^/eraljr 1 Lol fitness and unfitness 
are as nothing I To be brief The life of Chandana 
and your acceptance of mimsterial office are condi 
tionslhat cannot be disjoined So you must choose 
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[ A pause. ] 

RAKAHASA. I yield me, Chandragupta ! From 
this day I am your faithful servant. 

Chanakya. [Laughing and rubbing his hands. ] 
Wisdom hath won the day ! 

Chai\iberlain. [ To Chanakya. ] The execution- 
ers await the orders of Your Highness. 

Chanakya. From Rakahasa must they take them 
now, since he directs the state and I — 

Chandragupta. Remain the guide, the coun- 
sellor, the friend ! 

Chanakya. Give my lord Rakahasa paper and 
pen. He would fain sign the pardon of his 
friend, 

Rakahasa. Chanakya, thou hast won indeed ! 
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THE INDIAN CONSTANTINE 

The Emperor Asoka the crandson of Chandra- 
gupta who began to retgn in 272 B C is rightfully 
given a place in the very front rank, of the great 
kings not only of India but of the whole world 
Akbar was in some ways the better ruler, but 
Asoka saw deeper into the mind* of the men he 
ruled He began by being nicknameO The Fun 
ous on account of his vile temper he ended as 
Fiyadassi the Human? This change was due 
to his conversion to Buddhism some twelve years 
after he came to the throne From that time forth 
he employed the autocratic power of an Eastern 
king in the teaching and enforcing of the Law 
of Piety His missionaries went far afield even 
in Europe and before he died a vast proportion 
of the known world had been converted to Bud 
dhism Asoka s Law of Piety laid great stress on 
the rights of dumb animals as well as of men to 
just, fait honourable treatment. He established hos- 
pitals for animals as well as for men throughout 
his dominions The first hospital known to have 
been established in Europe was not founded till 
nearly one thousand years after Asoka s date He 
always wore the yellow habit of a Buddhist monk 


DRAMATIS PERSON/E. 


ASOKA MAURYA, the Humane. 

A HERALD. 

A Master of the Horse. 

A Rich Man. 

A Poor Man. 

Nobles, Crowd, Men, Women, Children. 

SCENE. 

A ravine in the lower hills, an upright cliff of 
fine white quartz. A little way off, a royal tent 
stands and under the cliff a dais has been erected. 

ASOKA. \ Standing alone on the dais, in a soft 
voice. ] O Herald ! read the inscription that all 
may hear, and hearing remember. 

Herald. Listen, ye people. This pious edict has 
been inscribed on living rock by His Sacred Ma- 
jesty King Priyadarsin. f Reads. ] Here must not 
animal be slaughtered even for sacrifice. Former- 
ly even in the kitchen of King Priyadarsin, were 
thousands of animals slain daily. Now but three 
are slain. Henceforward even these shall not be 
slaughtered. Everywhere throughout my dominions 
have hospitals been established. Hospitals for men, 
hospitals for beasts, and healing herbs medicinal for 
men and medicinal for- beasts have been planted. 
And the Law df Piety is this; Obedience to father 
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and mother is Rood Liberality to others is good, 
respect ioT the sacredness of life vs good, avoid- 
ance of Molence and extravagance is good I have 
commanded that immediate report be made to me 
of all things at anv hour and m any place Hi- 
therto 1 am not satisfied With my exertions or 
despatch of business And work 1 must for the 
public benefit, and that I may discharge my debt 
of life and make all animate beings in this world 
happy, so that they may gam htaven m the next 
Hear, O people' Nothing is of consefiiicnce save 
what concerns the next world, and the whole root 
of the matter is in exertion I Confinuei 1 Thus 
saith the King This is inscribed in immutable 
rock for all time 

from the eroicd 1 

A Voice Heaven bless our beloved King I 
ASOKa Heaven preserve you, O my sons I Now 
if there be any here who bath a wrong to be 
righted let him come forward and state his case 
before me 

Poor Man [Prostraltno htmself] O Merciful and 
Goodl — this rich man- — 

[The RJCH Man steps /ouianl siyierciiious* 
ly He kold^ by the fcnrffc a richly capa- 
rtsoTied mule that sAotts evidence of a hard 
haity rule ] 

bought of me that mule and agreed with me for 
twenty pieces of silver He claimed a writing and 
haa one made by his scribe O Most Merciful! 
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I cannot read and saw not that the figures were 
wrong, that instead of twenty, but two were writ- 
ten. Now hath he taken the mule and given me 
but two pieces of silver. And Most Merciful, is 
that the price of so fair a mule ? 

ASOICA. [Frowning, to RICH MAN.] And what 
hast thou to say ? How earnest thou to buy this 
mule of that poor man for two pieces of silver ? 

Rich Man. [ Volubly,\ Your Majesty is wise 
above all men ! Your Majesty knows how some 
folk put extreme value on their possessions. 
This poor man had naught else, so he deems the 
mule of great value. But it hath a raw upon its 
back and for this reason he agreed with me, as 
it is written in the paper, for two pieces of sil- 
ver, And he was quite content till news of Your 
Majesty’s gracious coming reached him. Then 
without warning he decided to appeal causing me 
to ride hard many miles, day and night, in order 
to appear before Your Majesty. 

ASOKA. [Quietly.] Master of the Horse, appraise 
the value of that mule roughly. Is it worth twen- 
ty pieces of silver or is it worth two ? 

Master of the horse. [Looking over the mule^ 
A mule that is worth two pieces of silver hath 
neither tail nor head, neither hath it legs — never 
saw I such a one. A mule that is worth twenty 
must have good paces, and such from the evi- 
dences of haste I would adjudge this one to have. 
If so ordered I will . try it. 
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ASOKA Enough ’ This mule Inth four legs, a 
tail and a head So much is evident Therefore 
It IS really worth more than tivo pieces of silver 
But the writing remains is it duly signed’ 

RJCH Man { riifuf/y Airtiinij rf w/> 1 Your Majesty 
will see all is in >rder 

ASON\ It stands two pieces of silver sure en- 
ough [Idris tip pnpir iinl rttiirni dl The 
adjudges in your favour wiihoui doubt and >et 
[To RICH Man] Couldst thou not spire yon !««*■ 
man something more’ The mule seems good 
Rich Man I am withm the law 
ASOkA Thou art indeed’ I Tf> POOR MA*^ J 
Brother I cm do naught for thee save give advtcc 
— Gol Learn to read’ 

1 77 c Poor man « ilnams aorrotr/ully 
Rich 'itAN exultanHy prepare* fo gft on 
the mu/el 

[In a ioice of iron J Hold! Didst thou not say 
thy mule had a sore back? Gol Master of the 
Horse unsaddle the poor beast and let me know 
the injury 

I TAe MASTER OF THE HORSE oteyr 1 
Master of the Horse. The beast Great King 
hath signs of an old rub upon the withers long 
since healed but from the baste with which it has 
been ridden recently it hath a sore that will 
need treatment nay that should a day or two 
ago have brought it rest 
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AsokA. [To Rich Man.] Hearest thou what he 
says? Give thine excuse for riding this poor beast 
against the law which says all animals have equal 
rights with man to justice and fair treatment. 

Rich Man. My lord ! My lord ! 

ASOKA. Bid the clerks fine him eighteen silver 
bits and give them of my grace to yon poor man 
who needs them sorely. Master of the Horse — 
the mule is confiscate. See that it goes to hos- 
pital and when recovered is sold by public auc- 
tion. Farewell my friends ! Remember ! Naught 
in this under-world can count against what will 
be in the world to come. 
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A HOUSE NOT MADE WITH HANDS 

When AsoVa died and the influence of his 
strong personality no longer felt his Empire 
broke up into petty independent stiteS From this 
date 232 B C to A D 3’0 when the Gupta line 
of kings began India did not exist as a whole 
and there is little to be set down as authentic 
The following legend of St Themis the Chris 
tian Apostle and King Gundaphar one of the 
Ind>PaTthian kings is however very widespread 
Gundaphar or Gondophans as the Western wri 
ters call him came to the throne of Pirthia in 
A D 21 He thus forms a landmark m the other-* 
wise somewhat dark ages 



DRAMATIS PERSONS. 

St. Thomas, a Christian Apostle. 

HaBBAN, a merchant. 

AN Old Brahman. 

AN OUTCASTE. 

King Gundaphar. 

His Minister. 

Sick people, children, etc., etc. 

SCENE. 

■A hospital. The patients are hjinp out on the 
uerandah, and in the garden beyond. St. THOMAS 
is walking about attending to them. 

St. Thomas. {Dropping a lotion into the OLD 
Brahman’s eye.] Thou wilt see clearer, brother, 
by and bye ! [ Passes to the OUTCASTE who is 
propped against a pillar.] And thou, my son, {He 
stoops to adjust a bandage on the man's foot.] will be 
able to walk where thou choosest, yea ! even into the 
palace of the King, by and bye. One must have 
patience. God’s mill grinds slowly but it grinds 
surely. {He passes on to other sick folk.] 


4 . 


D. H. I. 
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Harban He u a 'latnUj man for <;iire* Little 
thought I when I brought him cncrscas as a fo- 
TeigneT t\fchutct t> hoUl His Mijesi> tCitiR Gun- 
daphars new paUee tint he was such a fellow. 
Anti vet It was strnnet hnw he came to me 
Old BRAHMAN Hov wist brother? 

HabqaS bee you I had not ilriink any wine 
heing vowed to abstmeruc but 1 had a vision — 
The Lord out of Heaven sold a mm to me for 
twenty pieces of silver* Then nest dav I siw the 
very man in the msrLei place nnd he ssid. if f 
would give him twenty pieces of silver he vvould 
come with me as architect to King Gundaphar 
For I was seeking one Now. whether 1 bought 
him ot he botuht me ot the Lord out of Heaven 
bought us both ( know not Bui this I do know, 
he IS a saintly man 

OUTCASTE. Aye* none in the city but owe 
him something, though mark you, he doth it nil 
in the King’s name He feeds the hungry, he 
clothes the naked he comforts the sorrowful, he 
succours the poor — all. mind you, in the King’s 
name 

Old Brahman Aye* the hospital is the King’s 
hospital, the school the King's school He must 
be a rich man to do «t all 

HABBAN He had nothing when he came aboard 
the ship with me save the twenty pieces of sil- 
ver for which he sold himself 
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Old Brahman. He gave that but yesterday as 
a festival for his school. See here come the 
scholars. 

[ Children troop in ; each one, as they pass 
St. THOIMAS who stands to receive them, 
cries. ] 

Children. Blessings on 3’'ou, dear master ! Bless- 
ings on you ! 

St. Thomas. [Smiling.\ Welcome, my pupils! 
Seat yourselves ! 

[ Children seat themselves in a half circle. ] 
Now let us begin by singing of the golden palace 
not made with hands. 

Children. [ Sing. ] 

There’s a golden palace 
Built of loving deeds, 

Words that know no malice, 

Thoughts that hold no greed! 

Each of us can build it 
Working at our best, 

When with love we’ve filled it 
There will take our rest. 

There’s a palace golden 
Storm nor strife can harm — 

Messenger. Running fn.] Peace! Peace! Pre- 
pare yourselves ! The King comes. 

[ Children rise hurriedly. Sick People 
crawl and ci'owd to the front. Cries of 
“Heaven bless the King!” “Heaven bless 
our kindly King ! ” rise on every .side.\ 

[St. Thomas .so/«fes Sjniling.], 
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IfTi/r Kl ,r. GU^D\PH^R an I Ins MlMS- 
TbR n s(it h 1 

GlnIjMHW' \ welcome in teciJ and a Roodly 
Mfiht in Its i\iv B« I «-inie here for blame 
not for prii^p Minuter rca 1 the indictment \o thi% 
Rvnxkm \n 

MlMSTtK [It ifinjJ Wherc-iH full six months 
aRo we be or sitixfie 1 v u were a foreign ar 
chitect ippnnted yw as chief nrchiiect to our 
rexlm an I bxdc iou design tn 1 erect x palace 
for us thii should hxsc no peer upm this earth 
And whereas eser sime then lunnc our absence 
from this place wi. have rimmed u> you \i»t sums 
of mone> fn the Iwc buil line of such n palace we 
do lierihv mman I > ii t> show cause why on 
our return we find not ont stone of that palace 
pheed iipm another not one fmndation duR 
St Thomas iQn/fyl Tour Maiesty misiaVes 
The pal ice is bcinfi built Its foundations arc secure 
GvjNOapjiAR Mow so? — Show it me sirrahl 
St Thomas Eye bath not seen it — yet it is 
here I \ITp iifnc'i haul to the circle of the lick 
an I (he v/<Jars] Hark! to what they think of 
Kmc Gundaphar 

( Loh i cries o/ Lone bve the King I Bless- 
incs on the Kine! The Gods protect 
the Kmc 1 1 

St Thomas lAendmi; /oe ] Sire 1 you bade me 
build you a palace and I have bmlt you one 
eternal in the heavens! 
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GUNDAPHAR. [ Stands transfixed for a moment, then 
says slowly.] Thou art right, O Saint! — It is a 
palace not made with hands. 

[St. Thomas signs to the CHILDREN; they 
go on with their song. ] 

There's a palace golden 
Storm nor strife can harm, 

Where our love is holden 
Safe from all alarm. 

Day by day we make it, 

Not of wood or stone. 

None can ever take it, 

It is ours alone! 
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THE GOLDEN AGE 

The Golden Age of the Guptas is the ideal of 
most Hindus in India Buddhism had passed away, 
Brahmanism was m its fullest glory But it is a curious 
fact that the greatest king of the whole dynasty 
— a marvellous warrior, poet and musician — who 
conquered all India is quite unknown to the his- 
torians of that country His lost fame has only 
come to light of late years by the laborious study 
of inscriptions and coins These, however, are 
extraordinarily copious, so we can form a very 
good mind picture of the great Samudragupta, the 
Napoleon of India 



DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 


SamudrAGUPTA, King and Emperor. 

HARISHENA, the poet-laureate. 

VlKRAMADITYA, the heir-apparent. 

The Ceylon envoy. 

Kalidasa, a -poet. 

DHANVANTARI, a physician. 

VaRAHAMIHIRA, an astronomer, 

VarARDCHI, a grammarian. 

SCENE. 

The Andience-chamber. "If is full of high func- 
tionaries. The utmost magnihcence prevails. To the 
right and left of the throne stand the “ Nav-Ratan" 
or nine learned men for lohom the CouH teas famous. 

SAJ.IUDRAGUPTA. Bid the poet-laureate tell the 
tale of my glory and renown. 

Kalidasa. [Aside.^ How many false rhymes and 
halting lines shall we hear from Harishena, I 
wonder ? 

VlKRAMADITYA. [ Reprovingly. 1 Thou canst not 
expect a hero like my father — for all that he is no 
mean poet himself — 'to be so particular as to prosody 
as I. 
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SAMUDRAGUPTA Yet sta> I Before we go on to 
recount past deeds of glory there ts an envoy 
from Cej Ion to be received Bid him stand forth 
\Tle CEVLON Envoy enten Idden \Lith rjem"* 
etc 1 

Ceylon Envoy Ah most renowned ' Conqueror 
of Kings' Uprooter of many Rajahs I Foe of tP* 
forest tribes I My mister great King Meghavanta 
of Ceylon sends these with a request The Bud* 
dhist pilgrims toBodh Gaya find it hard to hou*^ 
themselves in comfort He would ask leave 1® 
build a monastery close to the shrine where they 
could live in peace It shall be one worthy 
realm of Great Samudragopta — full three ator‘®s 
high three towers shall adorn it and the 
be set in gold and various precious stones Th'* 
favour do I ask as humble servant almost as tn 
butary to the King \ Presents /m 1 

SAMUDRAGUPTA { Gialtfietl \ The request is grant 
ed Hatishenal Add this name to those the pitie- 
gync holds already [ To ENVOY ] You will 
your master Samudragnpu and his heir apparent 
— where irt thou Vikrama? Stand forth a moment 
— send honourable greetings You will tell him 
of our Court Of the nine gems — stand forth Wise 
men — 

(KaiidASA and the rest step forna^d 1 
who glisten in my crown of wisdom Poets they 
are philosophers grammarians and such like-“ 
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physicians and astronomers, for Samudra holds 
there are more kingdoms to be won than war can 
conquer. Ask of these nine what question you 
may choose and they will answer it. 

DHANVANTARI. God send, O King! the gentle- 
man does not need the aid of a physician ! 

VararucHI. Or a grammarian to disentangle 
the meaning of Your Majesty’s most clear and 
gracious message to his master, which we as loyal 
subjects do approve. 

VaRAHAMIHIRA. And sure the stars that guide 
his embassy are all too fortunate and clear to need 
astronomers to make the dubious plain. 

SAMUDRAGUPTA. Well saldl Well said'. What 
says Kalidasa ? 

Kalidasa. What shall I say save this? Samu- 
dra’s sword, friend of his trust, oft tried in times 
of peril, bright as the heaven’s clear azure when 
the clouds disheartened vanish, and whose keen 
edge bites remorseless when the whet of battle sets 
its sharpness, now is laid aside. No worlds are 
left to conquer and the Sacred Horse has returned 
unhaltered from its trespassings. 

SamudraGUPTA. Bravo, sir Poet. You must 
have a care, O Harishena ! for your laureate-ship. Let 
me have more of this Horse sacrifice, I pray thee 
Kalidasa. 
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KAUD^SA 

Hlfssed an 1 anointwl for his nnster's fime 

Went the fcftv siailion furih whom none could tame. 

For months and >«r\r* In. ranged the country side 
Pasturmi. at will while Uose behind him ride 
A band of heroes rend> I » defend 
His rii.ht 10 carat and Ro Hiey made swift end 
Of anv nho dared question their kin;; s ri;;ht • 

So in due time there dawneil that day so bnght 
When still unhalteretl the brave horse returned 
Its fiery Ot. with pndt and loyally burned 
And as It paced thi flower strewn temple way, 

It tossed Its flow ng mane as if iwould say — 
how O Saraudragupta' thou art king 
And I myself as saenflee I brmK 
To the Grtat Gods who gave ms this employ 
To maki. kings or unmake' I de with joy 

I /fe fKiits Uml plaudit$ \ 
SAMUDRAOUPTA { ra^iiiq tg /in nnif and giitn<} 
it to ^ra/i<fasq I Most excellent I Write the verses 
down and 1 wiU set them fair upon the una 
They are worth the sweetest music So we will 
defer the pancRyric Harishena inide until another 
time Thy picture Kalidasa of the brave horse 
that Ritve his life for me excels the tale of all 
the many kings I have uprooted with my Axe of 
Death Yet here 1 am Samudra Emperor of all 
the world 
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THE GIFTINGS OF THE KING. 


Good King Harsha, as he is often called, was a 
very remarkable man, if only because he was the 
last Hindu King of India who is of any account. 
After his death A. D. 647 the annals become con- 
fused. The country was broken up into petty states, 
each quarrelling with the other, until A. D. 1001 
when the Muhammadan conquerors appeared. Har- . 
sha, who was a son of the Rajah of Thanesvar, 
fought for five and thirty years before he con- 
sidered he had been sufficiently victorious. After 
that he set himself to imitate Asoka, in preaching 
peace and succeeded outwardly. Buddhism was de- 
caying. Luxury was at its height, religion was 
almost lost sight of in ritual, and ceremonies over- 
laid all social life. 

The following sketch of the Giftings of the King 
should show this. 


DRAMXTfS PERSON/C 


HarSHA the Kinjj 

R\j\ASHRI his widowed sister 

kUMARA Raja nf Kamanipi 

HUIEN TSANG 1 Chinese pilerim 

THE LORD HIGH Treasurer 

The Chief Brahman 

THE Chief priest 

The Buddhist priest 

THE jAiN Priest 

BANA Court panejiynst 

Musicians Dancers Attendants 

SCENE 

T}if «a?id« flf the confluence the Ganfjes and the 
Jumnxi near Allahaboil Thet/ are oaf n^ for the 
Maqh Ve/n lUnch is stdl celebrated m the same 
The (i^'^emhlij /itis been iioinij on for rfoys In one por- 
tion an imaf/i of Buddha i^ set up in another one 
of Sira and so on Buddhist monks and Brahmans 
jostle one another in friendly fashion All is good- 
humoured jolhtg and popular freedom 

H ARSHA. [ iPAo IS holdinj a canopy oicr the head 
of a golden JSuddfto that is 6ein7 earned in pro- 
cession and uho is dressed as the Siin-qod heac 
ing « siqh as hts task ends ] Sol that thank the 
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powers that be, is over. Truly piety of that sort 
needs thews and sinews for its penances ; but it 
pleases the multitude. 

KUMARA. \ Attired n.v the god Siva with a fhj 
whisk with which he diligenthj fans HARSHA’s face.] 
True, O King ! Your subjects are well off. You 
give them their choice in deities. 

BaNA. And they take — none ! ’Tis better fun than, 
reading Your Majesty’s last play to watch the fashion- 
able families of the court, making certain of divine 
support by oflfering pennyworths of sweets to every 
supreme Being in turn 1 Look yonder at General Skan- 
dagupta. He wants Your Majesty to give him a com- 
mand and see how he prostrates himself before every 
god in the show 1 He should have a care of his 
nose 1 'Tis as long as Your Majesty’s pedigree. 

HARSHA. [Laughing.] Wilt leave no one alone, 
Bana, with thy tongue? 

BANA. [Lowing.] None — save Your Majesty: and 
there human tongues are unequal to the task. 

HARSHA. Peace 1 Peace 1 Thy quips become weari- 
some. See Huien Tsang I Yonder arrives my sister, 
so the last act of this drama may begin. Hast 
found it interesting ? 

Huien Tsang. All things in this wonderful 
India of yours are worthy of a place in the record 
I keep of my visits, and this Gifting of Kings most 
of all. Yet do I fail so far to see the reason of it. 

HARSHA. Simple enough 1 The whole revenues 
of this country — a somewhat rich one — 
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LORD High TRE.\SI.RCR a \er> rich one, Mighti- 
ness come straight to the kings hand He distri- 
butes them fairW <r unfairly depends upon the 
king 

Bana This king K both' Fair to his subjects, 
most unfair to himself’ 

H\RSH\ I irnlifiel I Peace* Peace' So see you 
sir Traveller he >s as it were the Slate pump 
that gives water to the administration Now m 
the process some small or large portion must re- 
main — or — or stick to the pots or hands! Haf Ha! 
You take me’ So to avoid over richness it has 
been enacted since ancient days that once every 
five years an Indian king must strip himself to 
the skin before h>$ people as I am going to do 
to-day As you have seen I have already given 
away all else on the previous days, but this is 
the crowning one So now to business 

I Oops out to itWconic hts sister ] 
Huien TSANG {To KUilARA 1 Most wonderful! 
Does the king indeed gift all^ 

Kumara. [ tPifft o uink I That question had 
best be asked the Lord Treasurerl The Crown jewels 
are curiously alike 


I Enter RAJYASHRI 1 
RAJYASHRI Welcome gentleman I Your servant 
and the servant of the Sun, whom I worship every 
day, offering to him a bunch of red lotuses set 
in a pure vessel of ruby, toy heart tinged with 
the same hoe |a,)rs] 
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BANA. Beautiful, most beautiful ! 

RajV'ASHRI. Peace be on you, Huien Tsang ! After 
this ceremony is over we adjourn to see mj’^ brother 
the King’s last operetta, "The Necklace.’’ It is 
full of songs and dances and most entertaining. You 
will be interested. 

Huien Tsang. All things, Madam, in this won- 
derful India of yours — 

[ Attendants entering. ] 

Attendants. Peace ! Peace ! Here comes King 
Harsha to his gifting. 

[ Enter HarSHA in robes of state. He sahites 
> /lis sister theatrically, raising her as she falls 
at his fee^.l 

Harsha. At times like these all human beings 
are equal. [ Addresses the multitude. ] Ah, my peo- 
ple! I your king renounce all riches — poor as the 
poorest must I be before fit worship can be paid 
to all the Buddhas of all time. [ He tears off his 
tiara.] Lo! this, my crown, I give to the Chief Brah- 
man for the use of his most holy temple — 

Chief Brahman. Great Siva receives it and 
will surely bless the giver. 

Harsha. And these [ Takes off his necklace and 
ropes of pearks.] I give to the great Blessed One 
whose follower I am. 

Buddhist Priest. And he who lived a life of 
poverty will take it for religious use. 

Harsha. And these [ Removing earrings, bracelets, 
etc. ] poor trifles do I gift to those who hold the 
sacredness of life as first of all — the Jains! 
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Jain Priest l do receive them thankfully 

Hafsha Now there remain but these . I He foHcA- 
rs hit cl HiPt 1 hut how cm I without indecency, 
appear betnre you all sina clothes? 

RajyasHRi I MoiUttlu I Brother! I have here a 
Tt\envUv.arvt robe well worn — the man was holy 
BaN^ I 4 j 1 So is his ftnrment! 

RajvasHRI If this suffice? 

Harsha I Effutuelij \ My more than sister ' Ever 
since I lay upon my mother’s breast and thou dear 
one didst join thy voice to hi TS in sweetest Udlaby 
Msidt 1 Write th u down Ban i ’twill do fur my next 
versp — ever since then my counsellor and best pro- 
tector' Nolhinn more suitable could sure be found 
Lo' I am mendicant on all the world for alms 

I77i*i/ nmvie hit royil mtn* anil nttire him 
in the mendicint t <lret\ mnttciant play the 
popiiUne npplautt, etc , ite ] 

I PowpoKi/y 1 Now IS the sacrifice accomplished 
and I stand a man amonpst my people 

I Loud plaudits ) 
So now to warship at the shnne and then, Hmen 
Tsang to supper that will interest you 

Huien TsA^iG ^ Fotloiviuj \ tKvrvRs, %\te m 
this wonderful India of yours — 

Bana And this most of all if thy stomach be 
as empty as mine ' 
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THE IDOL-BREAKER. 

Sultan Mahmud of Ghazni in the year A. D. 1001 
began the campaigns of the Crescent which were 
to last for two centuries. He raided India no less 
than twelve times. He was a great general and a 
successful warrior, but the love of gold had grip- 
ped at his heart. When he was dying he sent 
for all the gold and caskets of precious jewels in 
his treasury and wept because he could not take 
them witli him. 

It was of him that the poet Saadi wrote '• — 

The King of Khurasan saw in a dream 
Mahmud the son of Sabaktagin 
Dead for this hundred years or more; 

His head, his heart, his arms, his thighs 
Dissolved to dust, only his eyes 
Moved in their sockets and saw 
His gold, his empire, everything 
He loved, in the hands of another King. 

A terrible punishment, truly even for such a man 1 


5 . 


D. H. 1. 



dramatis PERSON-fE 


SvLT\\ MMIMVD ol GhaTW 
HlS GENERAL 

A Captain of the Guard 
MASUD Khan the Sultan's son 
Mahomed Kh.\n, the Sulun’s son 
A MOHUNT 

The Chief Brahmas 
A BRAHMAN 
AN ACOL\TE 

Soldiers etc etc 

SCENE 

The Temple Somnalb II Mandi o« the idge of 
the tea the tiJef of uAtcA <tt they rise and fall 
are supposed to be adorin3 the great {in^am in the 
Sanctuary nithin This n arcAed and has Jifty-six 
pillars iiinously cnrietf and gilt and ricAItf oma- 
mented mth precious stones Jt fins no light, except 
that ifAicA streams from the dooniaij and the feeble 
flicker of a lamp bung by a golden chain that 
neighs fifteen Aiindrcrf pounds and lehtch also sup- 
ports a huge golden bell The lingam is really a 
black upright stone pillar such as i» seen in many 
temples noio a-days but it i? cosed i?i gold and 
rises ten feet aboie the floor The temple ts empty 
fciif there is noise of confused fighting uithout 
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Acolyte. [ i2H72«?«f7 across. ] We are lost, we are 
lost, the enemy is at hand ! 

Chief Brahman Entering calmly.\ Peace, boy! 
[ He takes hold of the golden chain a7id clangs the 
bell. If echoes out, drowning the noise of battle. ] Great 
Shiva ! Giver of Life and Death, hear — oh, hear ! 
Protect Thy temple and protect Thyself ! [ He pass- 
es to the door and looks out. Exultantly. ] See ! He 
hears, the battle slackens. Ah 1 thanks to Thee, 
Great Shiva ! Yonder are the pennants of Anhalwara. 
The reinforcements have arrived 1 The impious Mus- 
sulmans waver. Ah, great Shiva ! To Thy shrine 
I vow a thousand golden ingots. [ He stands xvatch- 
ing.\ 

[Suddenly a loud raucous voice is heard.\ 
Voice. Allah-hu-akbar. Allah-i-hu ! Smite down 
Thy foes. Destroy the idolaters ! Lo ! Prostrate be- 
fore Thee I call for victory. Din I Din ! Futteh 
Mahomed 1 Futteh Mahomed ! 

[ The noise of fighting grows louder. ] 
MOHUNT. [ Entering hastily. ] All is lost, the 
outcast dogs win. Let us save what we can. [He 
advances to the golden lingam, then holds back for 
the foe darts through the door. They stand amazed. ] 
Captain of the Guard. By God and His Pro- 
phet, saw I never the like. Look at yon chain — ’ 
solid gold I’ll warrant me ! [ He spits. ] Curses on 
the idolaters 1 

[ His men prod the chain with their pikes. ] 
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Soldiers Ay! %ohil uoldl I They ^pit 1 Curses 
on the idolaters' And this — [Theu pr(xl the Itngam 1 
think you it is solid f,old' 

Captain of the Guard Handsoltl The Sul* 
tan comes ' Hands off I say ' 

l£i.rcr Mahmud «nd *tnff The temple 
up on onp side Wiissulmnni on the other 
5ra/jm<ini | 

Mahmud [Snlemnlft apittmi/ J Stand aside, tdo" 
Jatrotis doRsf anti let tne see the idol So that 
IS your ftod is it ? By the Prophet what fools men 
be I And all this wealth i lie toohe round J wasted^ 
— on what? B\h’ There is no world that we can 
touch save this and here sold is alll 
Brahman I Husttly 1 It is not real gold, ’ti« 
hut Atone Ri\t over 

Mahmud (ScOH/miy I Gold or gilt It shall be 
destroyed Bid the mace men hither They shall 
smite at it and one piece shall go to Holy Mecca 
and one will I tread upon as threshold to my palace 
at Ghazni So much for thy god 

\He spurns ttiih Ins feet the pde of jastnme 
and mariiyofd chaplets that he at the foot 
cf the ItRqnml 

Chief Brahman iFrostrotmg Holdl 

I beseech thee mighty conqueror' Lo! thou hast 
overcome us I and my god lie m the dust before 
thee What is gained by further sacrifice? Surely 
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naught. But if thy hand will spare this stone at 
which thou mockest, we, its priests, will pay two 
maunds of solid gold. 

Mahmud. Of solid gold! Stupendous — but I %vill 
not — 

Brahman. Say not so ! Bethink thee, conqueror ! 
This stone to us is even so as thy God is to 
thee, as holy, sacred ! Leave it, O great King ! 
to us and to our worship ! 

Captain of the Guard. [ With subdued deference. ] 
The man speaks well. God is above us all, the 
one, the same — we see Him different. That is all. 

Brahman. Oh, thanks, my friend. Thou voicest 
my thought. Our God, as yours, bids you have 
mercy. 

Mahmud. No ! No ! Idolatrous fool ! Here, mace- 
bearers 1 

Chief Brahman. Msfde. ] Peace, Govind — he 
•cares not for that God — his god is gold! [Aloud.] 
Sir! If thou grant this mercy all the gold — nay 
fifteen maunds — shall be delivered here. 

Mahomed Khan. Father! Bethink thee! Fifteen 
maunds means much — 'tis more than a king's 
ransom, and thrice over more than that poor stone. 

MaSUD Khan. My brother speaks the truth. 
Had I the choice, I’d choose the gold and leave 
the fools to their own folly. 

Mahomed Khan. Yea! so would I — for see 
you, virtue might be gained by breaking the vile 
idol, .but far more by giving of the gold to those 
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who need it To my mind ns one poor idol 
out of millions in this Itnd afiainst the succour 
ol the Faithful poor 

M\HMlD iFrtiiniin 1 Wh-it you say is true, the 
gold IS groat ( WoHiJnh "t j and yet were I to make 
this bargain with the priests my name would stand 
"Mahmud the idol seller' Belter far — \lle rnises 
fits hand ir/urfi fnfdt a niorv ) 

MOHtm ni lidly 1 Beware' O man of blood, 
beware’ He who cues life can take itl 

MA.HMUD l/i rce/yl What? Thou deftest me? Then 
away with thoughts of traffic* 1 shall be called 
Mahmud the idol breaker ! i ffe smitei the lin- 
qnm I nee tince ffiricrl 

[ Tfii oiifer shell of ifold bn-nhs and rt hoard 
of perfectly priceless jeitels rolh OHt tind 
heaps itsilf at hts feet ] 

[Cries rf Bismillah from the t/ussK?ffin>is ] 
I 77ie Htrulus stand stupefied 1 
( SoncrimoniOKsfi/ [ The most Merciful hath protected 
His own These must be worth at least one hun- 
dred maunds of gold Praise to the All powerful I 
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THE RESISTANCE OF THE RAJPUTS. 


More than a hundred years after the Idol-breaker 
had clutched at India, Mahomed Ghori followed 
his example and came down like a whirlwind 
from the Western Mountains. But the first time 
he came he found the Rajput princes united and pre- 
pared, and met with smashing defeat. He re- 
turned, however, to the charge after two years 
and was successful, defeating Prithvi-Raj and the 
flower of Rajput chivalry. The story of Prithvi- 
Raj and the fair Princess Sunjogata is a wonder- 
ful ‘romance, and the words with which she sent 
her husband out to his last fight with the Maho- 
medan conqueror should be learnt by heart by 
every Indian boy and girl. They would make them 
understand the part they are severally to play in 
the Great Drama of Life. For this purpose they 
have been introduced into this playlet. 



DR\MATIS PERSON/E 


PRlTHVt RAJ 

Chwvwd Rao Pnlhvis brother 

THE Rajah of KANAUJ Pnthvi s brother in Ia» 

The Rajah of Ui-war Pnthvis cousin 
The Rajah of Biasa Pnthvis ally 
ChanD a Bard 

Rajput Noble* a Messenger Soldiers 

SCENE 

A te t outuie Ihe pink and uhite fortress ot 
Bkat nda It t$ rtoniRO 

I PRITHVI Raj fettled CHA\\ AND RAO ffand 
in'?! 

CHAW AND Rao Thoii art dull brother I Where 
fore so? Is not our army niRh ten times stronger 
than it was when we drove the infamous outcasts 
from Hindostan list time Have we not a back 
mg of a hundred and fifty brave Rajput Rajahs 
and over 300000 horsemen to say nothing of 3 000 
elephants and a large body of infantry? Where 
IS the cause for fear? 

PrITHVI I S ntlino 1 Fear ? Tis well it is my 
brother Chawand who nses that word to one who 
Vnows It not Nay brother I Pnthvi is no cow 
ard But see you? What time you a mere lad 
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lost your front teeth in that encounter with Shahab- 
ud-din himself, we Rajputs were as one. They 
followed my lead and asked no other. Now it is 
otherwise. Each day an army council sits, and 
I scarce seem to know what goes on at the four 
corners of this vast camp. 

Messenger. The Rajah of Kanauj craves audi- 
ence ! 

PRITHVI. With all honour'. 

[ Enter KANAUJ. ] 

Welcome ! brother-in-law — what news ? 

Kanauj. Only the old tale about Biana’s kettle- 
drums that must go first. These old traditions and 
old accoutrements hamper us much. 

PRITHVI. They do. Yet with them come the 
old honour, the old devotion, the old chivalry, 
the old truth. The Rajputs could not wish it 
otherwise. 

Messenger. The Rajah of Ulwar craves audi- 
ence. 

• PRITHVI. With all honour! 

. [ Enter UlWAR. ] 

All hail, cousin. How goes it .? 

Ulwar. Well ! Only Biana’s kettledrums stand 
in the way. 

Chaw AND RAO. \ Laughing. \ Let them stand! 
Were I my brother I should get rid of them. 

' Messenger. The Rajah of Biana craves audi- 


ence. 
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PRITHM With all honour’ 

CHA\\ANDR\o brother 1 You wiH have 

to ‘-etUe the kettles 

PRlTH\i Pcae' tsn Kuchins matter 

( Entir DIANA 1 


PI\N\ I havi t nt to i'll, why — 
pRlTHM By > >ur leave friend there is matter 
more important Two hours JRO we held art army 
council \ou were not there so you may 
know that by covenant scemtf that our forces so a 
outnumber the enemy I despatched a letter to their 
leader calling on him to surrender It seemed the 
only honourable course The letter ran thus 

To the bravery of the Rayputs you are no stranjter 
To our vast superiority in numbers your eyes bear 


witness If you yourself are weary of life, have 
your troops who may still desire to li'* 
RepenNdherefore of the rash enterprise you have 
undertakrtv®"^ we shall permit you to retreat m 
safety V 

Ulwar bu^NAANdAll Well done I We could 
do no less v^ell donel 
Ulwar An^ the answer? ' 

Prithvi I exWet it every moment 
Messenger. Th^ envoy hath returned from the 
camp of the enemy^ 

Prithvi Bid bimlnter 

I Enter ENVOY TnfA noWes and soldiers 
presents fetfeA PRITHVI takes if ] 
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ChaWAND RAO. What does he say, brother? 

PRITHVI, [Reading.] From Mahomed Shahab-ud- 
din, Generalissimo of the Mussulman forces. Being 
but the General in command I dare not retreat with- 
out orders, therefore I crave a truce till such time 
as I can receive instructions from my brother the 
King in Ghazni. 

BIANA. a fortnight’s truce at least — it will take 
more than that to get reply. 

ULWAR. We shall lose in number by it. The 
men are keen on fighting. If disappointed they will 
go. 

PRITHVI. And little loss. Such fellows are bad 
fighters. We had better accept. What say you, 
gentlemen ? 

Rajput Nobles and All. Aye! a fortnight’s 
truce. 

PRITHVI. [Standing 2//J. ] So be it. Send word that 
we accept the terms, Chawand, 

Chaw AND RAO. It shall be done forthwith, and 
then for the best night’s rest I’ve had for days. 
No fear of night alarms. 

UlWAR. I Going. ] My men will be glad of one 
at any rate. How they will stand fourteen is an- 
other matter. 

[ They all go. ] 

PRITHVI. [ Calls. ] Chand ! [ The SARD appears. J 

Chand 1 I am weary, and yet sleep seems far from 
me. Sing me of old kings, old times. It may soothe 
me. [.He flings himself on a couch.] 
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I CHAND t ilei a nna and elnkei afero chardi, 
then Uotna to cl ant ) 

H3fk hist' 

To the list 

Of thi. kincs who have died 
In their pride 
To the wide— wide world 
Chand SinRh he dreamt he was King 
Gut he died in his pnde 
Jai Sinjth he dreamt he was king 
Till he died in his pnde 
To the wide—wide world 

I rftc music fcccomes 1 
But the dreaming of kings has no end 
It lives and it never dies 
The spirit of Kings lives for ever 
Tis the spirit of slaves that diesl 

IPRITHVI eleep* CH\m> bends oier hm \ 
CHAND Sleep on master! Thy memory wtll . 


never die! 


1 He stenlt niiay 1 


PRITHVI bis steep \ Wife dearest one, my 

counsellor my fnendl What didst thou say? Say 
It againl Shall I go forth to fight? Yea I Yea! 
Bind on my sword dearest! What didst thou say? 
A VOICE I From behind J 


What fool asks woman for advice? The world 
Holds her wit shallow Even when the truth 
Comes from her lips men stop their cars and smile 
And ^et without the woman where is man? 

We hold the power of Fonn— for us the Fire 
Of Shiv s creative force flames up and burns 
^1 we are thieves of lafe and sanctuaries 
Of Souls Beloved I we share >our lives 
kout failures your sueccsses gnefs and joys 
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Hunger and thirst, if yours, are ours, and Death 
Parts us not from you; for we follow fast 
To serve you in the mansions of the blest. 

Sun of the Chauhans ! Who hath drunk so deep 
Of glory and of pleasure as my lord? 

And yet the destiny of all is death : 

Yea! even of the Gods — and to die well 
Is life immortal. — Therefore draw your sword. 

Smite down the foes of Hind ; think not of self — 
The garment of this life is frayed and worn. 

Think not of me — we twain shall be as one 
Hereafter and for ever. — Go, my King! 

PrITHVI. { Sleeping. \ Yea — I go — [A pause — 
and yet the destiny of all is — death — 
[Apnitse] I go — wife! — I go. 

[ A long silence, ] 
[SuddenUj a bugle call, drums heat — confused 
noise. ] 

[ PRITHVI staHs up, his hand on his sword. 1 
Chaw AND RaO. [ Rushing in. ] They are attack- 
ing all along the front — Quick! 

PRITHVI. But the truce? 

CHAWAND RAO. What care the circumcised dogs 
for honour? Not that it matters — \ Laughs gaily. \ 
I go to avenge my teeth! — 

[ Rushes out. ] 

PRITHVI. [Stands.] The cowards ! The liars 1 [Draws 
his sivord. ] Sunjogata ! Wife ! I go to avenge Truth — 

[ Rushes out.] 

[ Confised drums, bugles, sounds of fighting. 1 
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THE BUILDERS 


The Mahomedan conqueror Mahomed Ghori, left 
his favourite slave as king Governor of Delhi His 
real name was LihuW but he called himself Kutb* 
ud dm and it was he who ordered the building of 
that marvellous monument the Kutb Minar, which 
stands fourteen mites from Delhi It is counted 
as one of the wonders of the world but the chief 
wonder about it is too seldom realised , namely 
that It should have been built as it was by Hindu 
architects out of the rums and fragments of 
Hindu temples The following playlet shows what 
must have been m their minds while so occupied 



DRAIMATIS PERSONS. 


EibuK, king and slave. 

GhiaSS, his minister. 

The Hindu Architect. 

1st Stonemason. 

2nd Stonemason. 

3rd Stonemason. 

AN Old Enlayer. 

An Apprentice. 

Workmen. 

’ SCENE. 

A narrow yard. At one side slowly rising in all 
its massive beauty the plinth of the Kutb, cranes for 
lifting stones. Sto7ieniasons at ivork, etc. 

1st Stonemason. [ Singing as he chips aiuay. ] 
Good stone and good steel 
Aid me in my task ; 

Fair and square, for woe or weal, 

Shaping as I ask ; 

House and temple both will bring 
Flash of fire as hammers ring ; 

Fire from the great Unknown, 

Good steel and good stone. 

2nd Stonemason. ’Tis a good old song doubt- 
less— r but ’tis not house or temple now-a-days — 
his mosque or temple — curse them! 
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3RD STONEMASON’ \el do they pay us fair W 
work fair so work we *nust 

2MD StonE'LASON God knows! Sometimes when 
I shape one ot the temple stones to fit yon minaret 
of a mosi^ue — so they call it — I feel inclined 
hammer up and ha\e at it once and for all 
sacrilege 

Old ENLAAER lGen//yl I know not, friend 
See, here I sit with my black and white marP'^* 
as I sate with the red sandstone of old — but 1>® 
the same work ’Tis in praise of someone 
than I and the architect knows his work 
here he comes and with him he whom they 
King now a>d'i>s Hail Hail there be many kinS^ 
nw tKivS eittiv 

1ST STONEAUSON Peace* Cease chattering 
there will be trouble 

[Enter KUTfr-UD-DlN. GhiaSS mirf SRI 
ANAND the architect J 

KUTB Then thou art sure it will be beautifpl 
that the proportions are correct 

Architect I am sure I can see It nS*ng, 
a lance shaft into the clear blue of Heaven. So 
I dreamed it, so it will be for e\er, and ever nnd 
ever — beautiful exceedingly 

KUTB [ Orait/ied 1 And I shall be remembered — 
I who built It I 

Architect. {Smifmi;] Memory IS not short 
for Kings, Your Majesty 
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GHIASS. [Angrily.] What meanest thou, slave? 

Architect. I am no slave of thine, Sir Minister ! 
Thy master set me this task and I have done 
it well. The world will forget me, but they will 
wonder who dreamt the dream of beauty. 

KUTB. Leave him alone, Ghiass! He means 
well — and it looks well what he has done. Truly 
yon lettering is fine. 

Architect. It will be finer when ’tis finished. 
It needs now but one stone in its place and the 
storey is finished. 

“Kutb. Ha! Could it not be placed now? 

ARCHITECT. I will see. [ Crosses to the OLD 
ENLAYER. ] Hast finished thy task, O artificier? 

Old ENLAYER. [BeamiiUf.] Master! ’Tis done, 
line for line, curve for curve to the design. Yea I 
though I know naught of what I do, it is true to 
what I see — is it not, O master of arts ? 

ARCHITECT. It could not be better. 

Old EnlayeR. Giver of Life ! All praise for 
gifting me with deft hands ! Now am I satisfied ! 

Architect. Here, you there ! Overseer, set 
men to work and heave this stone to its place. 

[ The WORKMEN heave and lift, set the crane, 
etc. As they do it they sing. ] 

Each to its place, 

Hil-m-Io ! 

So it shall face, 

Hil-lil-lo ! 


G. 


D. H. 1. 
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to lU nei^bour. 

Hi rr, then' €»ar labour 
^Iust not l'e«IoH. 

0 n.l lit lo» 

1 >sh r stones are read) 

\\ iHing i» steady. 

S >l ao f*si ixloA 

llil lillo* 

I The tfone fulh to itn ;>/a£.i? titriidploiidtts 1 
kUTB Aje th It perfccu »t If all fioes as weU 

as that Sii AtvViitct i meTi wtU nov IotrcI me 

I Goes.] 

ArcHITFCT lSt///{f 1 And the world will not 
forRct beaiui 

I CiHlASs la <7<>in'r it/ipn (he Ol-t> ENLAYER 
■du/K Atm ) 

Old E^L^^ER Sir. I am old and 1 am not 
learned m your toncue Yet ha\c I written it yon- 
der 111 fair lettenne and Rooii «;tone I pray yo'i 
tell me vdiat n means 

GhiaSS I Carele^ily } There is b«l one God 
and — 

KUTB [ ll^irAoHr 1 Ghiass, I say Ghiass — 
Ghiass 1 come, tny lord 

\,ExU hurriedly \ 
Old ENLAYER {Exultanily xittiny to uork on a 
fresh slab ] Saul ! not so, brothers? There is but 
one God, and we praise him when we work fair 
and truly 1 ' 
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[ Sits and singa in an old cracked voice 
as he }VO?'ks . } 

One are the3' all ! 

Ears that hear aright, 

Eyes that see the light, 

Hands of power and might, 

One are thej' all — 

Light, and might and right ! 
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THE STRATEGY OF PADMANl. 

The Rrcn sack of Chitnrc in 1303 js one of the 
most strikme episoties of Indian History It shows 
us the martial Rajput race driscn to bay by superior 
forces saenfieme itself the flower of its chivalry, 
its very women sooner than acceptini; defeat And 
one of the finest incidents m the long stnig&le 
which ended m the -upreme sacrifice of the Jolmr 
IS the trick played b> ^ueen Tadmam by which 
she rescued her husband from the clutches of Allah- 
ud din the Mahomedan Commander in Chief, after- 
wards King 



DRAMATIS PERSONS. 


Rajah BHBISI, Padmani’s husband, Regent of 
Chitore. 

ALLAH-UD-DIN, the Mahomedan Commander-in- 
Chief. 

A Mahomedan Officer. 

Rajput Nobles and Soldiers, 

SCENE. 

A tent outside the fortress of Chitore. A gvard 
■stands at the door. It is nif/ht. 

[BHIMSI and ALLAH-UD-DIN. ] 

BHIMSI. Yea! I am in your power. That I 
admit. But why ? Have I not faithfully fulfilled 
the contract made between us ? A3'e to the letter ! 
Am I not a Rajput? Is not honour dearer to me 
than life? I bartered safety to my ward the young 
Ring, safety to his people, for what to me was 
outrage horrible. You, having heard of my wife’s 
peerless beauty, asked for a sight of her, and I 
refused. I had no choice ! Death was preferable 
to dishonour. 

ALLAH-UD-DIN. { Nonchalantly.] Surely I have 
heard this before. 
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BHIMSI ( Vo/i iif^titly ] And you shall hear it 
aRitnl Then \ou asked lo see but the reflection 
of her dear face in a mirror I bid her decide 
and she said \ca* Gods bchl will come between 
me and lustful eyes that is sufficient screen for 
virtue So It was done You looked your fill 
And then dead to all honour you bade your minions 
overpower me and carry me off a hostage 
Ali^H UEi-DiN [ If tth I Innqh ] A very efficient 
one tool Your wife — ^fair Lady Padmani-^her 
beauty was not exaggerated — she is peerless — has 
consented to rescue you the Regent of Chitore — 
the man without whom defence is impossible — by 
placing herself m my hands The exchange is 
good for me and good for Chitore and you — 
Well' the lady has made her fair choice and 
there is no more to be said 
Bhimsi Were my hands not tied I would have 
at you most infamous' save that I would scarce 
soil my Rajput hands with the blood of such 

Allah UD-DIN Easy* sir easy' Or I may not 
keep my word in letting you go when the lady 
comes and I would fain do that since she comes 
to me of her own free will 
Bhimsi i refuse to believe it l 

Allah Ud-din ruggtnt/ kts shoulders ] I awaiti 
er even now She and her maidens — fifty litters | 
ul-all With due privacy— Ahl I will treat her 
'«e!l-you -need not fear 
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, BHIMSI. [ Groaninrj.] Ah! for my sword! 

ALLAH-UD-DIN. You will have it ere long. The 
litters take you back. 

[ Enter OFFICER. ] 

Officer. Sire, the torch-bearers show on the 
outskirts of the camp. 

ALL.'^H-UD-DIN. Good. See that tlie passage is 
clear of all men, and the troops have been sent 
to quarters. 

Officer. Aye, sir, all is private. 

[Exit.] 

ALL.-^H-UD-DIN. Come, my friend, it will soon 
be over. Hark to the jingle of the litters — they 
are in the court — [Starts np.] Hist! What is that? 

[ Confused slioiitin;/, then silence. ] 

Officer. [Running in.] My lord! My lord! The 
litters have belched forth armed men — the}' have 
overpowered the guards and gagged them. They 
are here — save yourself while there is yet time. 

ALLAH-UD-DIN. I — I — 

f Soldiers appear at the door, there is a 
short struggle with the GUARDS, then silence. ] 

I Trying to escape at bach of tent. ] Curses 
on the woman — she has outwitted me. 

Bhimsi. Padmani! My peerless wife! 

The Rajputs. [Surround him.] Quick, my lord! 
To the litters — to the litters! ’All is arranged — 
we will fight our way back if need be — Quick! 
Quick ! 

[ Exeunt, leaving the GUARDS gagged. ] 
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THE INVASION OF TIMUR 

II wa'^ about the year A D 1200 that Etbuk the 
Slave founded the first Mahotnedan dynasty m Delhi 
For close on two hundred years one dynasty M- 
lovved the other Dissension became rife governor 
ciiiarrelled with governor provinces were split up 
and the lime was ripe for rebellion or invasion 
The litter came Timor the lame firebrand of 
the world a descendant of Chengis Khan the 
Tartir who i hundred and fifty years before had 
swept like 1 scorching flame over north west Asia 
saw his opportunity and took it He writes in his 
memoirs Learnt thni the people of Indn were at 
variance one with the other Their conquest appcir- 
ed lo me eiS) Resolved to undertake it ind mike 
my«elf master of the Indian Empire Did so ’ 
This laconic summary is absolutely true He de- 
vistated India took from it untold plunder and 
letuTTied leaving it desolile 



DRAMATIS PERSON/E. 


Timur. 

Captain of a troop. 

1st Villager. 

2nd Villager. 

3rd Villager. 

An Old Grandmother. 

JAIMUL, a iierd boy. 

Troopers, etc. 

SCENE. 

A viUage hvt a few viile.s outside Delhi. If is 
empty save for an old {irundmollivr .stirriny the embers 
of a fire with a sfieh. A pile of chupatties is keep- 
iny warm by the fire, the pot of dhal simmei's gently, 
o yhnrra of fresh wafer stands on the floor. It is- 
evidently nigh dinner time. 

Grandmother. [Mumbling and chanting.] 

When I was a lassie I mind me, 

Mother would say, were 1 over-bold, 

“The Toork, the Toork he will find you 
If ye don’t do as you’re told. 

If you don't do as you’re told. 

Tile Toork, the Toork he will find you!” 

Aye! Aye! That was a long time ago, but it 
serves to frighten the bairns still. Mercy on us — 
what is that? 

[ Dunning footsteps outside, two men burst in. ] 
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I The door opens and m walks a lame ma7i, 
clad as they are, in trooper's dress. There 
is great consternation and they all fall to 
attention.] 

Timur. [TFirt a sharp glance rnitnd.] What! 
RiuzUriR when your orders were to pillage as far 
as Amarkot. This will be remembered against you. 
Sir Captain, — I forget your name- — 

Captain. Fateh-din, Sire. 

Timur. There will be little victory for the Faith 
with such as you. Consider yourself degraded. 
March and obey your orders. 

[ E.veunt all,] 

[Timur looks in the pot and in the ghurra.] 
And not one crumb or drop left, curses on them 1 
But I would have done the same myself had I been 
they, and thought nothing of my master being starved, 
[lie scats himself and stir.s the embers as the old 
grandmother had stirred them. [ Well ! my task is nigh 
done. The Toork has come with a vengeance 
to Hindustan once more. These miserable pagans 
will not forget it for a hundred years, not they ! 

[ The door opens and in comes JAIMUL, a lad 
about ten, bearing in his hand a lotah full 
of milk. ] 

JAIMUL. Here is the milk, grandam. {Staris 
and snakes to run away.] 

Timur. Didst say milk, jackanapes? Bring it 
here ! 

JAIMUL. [Hesitating.] It is not mine to give. 
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THE PLEDGE. 

The founder of this dynasty was Baber, whose 
real name was Zahir-ud-din Mahomed. His grand- 
father gave him the nickname which means “Tiger- 
cub,” because, being a rough and ready old Tourk, 
he objected to his grandson's high sounding names. 
Baber is one of the most lovable characters 
to be found in any history. He ascended the 
throne at eleven years of age, and until his death 
led the most adventurous life it is possible to 
imagine. He was the first Western to make India 
his home. Other conquerors frightened at the ex- 
treme heat left it more or less to the hands of 
viceroys and agents. Baber governed it himself. 
He was a tall handsome man, no mean poet, an 
excellent musician, and his Autobiography is one 
of the most interesting books ever written. It tells 
the truth, no more, no less. 

The following incident took place just before 
Baber’s last great battle with the Rajput General 
Rana Sanga, which left him master of Hindustan. 



DRAMATIS PERSOS/t: 


BABFR Iht kin^ 

HliMA\OS the kinc \ v»n 
TarDI BFO *1 solther dervtsh 
\SAS the heaviest tlnnl^er in nmp 
MAHDl KWAJA Riber«i <on*m*law 

Mauomfd Sh\rif tn iMrolocer 
Sentries soMicrs 

SCESr 

A mmii tiitir fatrhiiur Sikn In /nw/ the 
Ml/ it ii cluAfd 7iit> $enlrf •• 4jmtnJ it Itisihticn 
1st Sentry I I'tiunm? | Hi! It chill m 
the dawn TwiU be Rood when the watch i* 
over 

2nd Sentry 'Twill not be lone now. There 
goes a nnkarah The parade is for five of the day 
1st Sentry Aye! What for? I wonder! — to 
roast us for listening to the astrologer, mayhap 
2nd Sentry Tor our good anyhow Never was 
such a man as Baber for heartening up courage 
Mind you when we were all for going back Kabul- 
wards and he up and spoke to us? I see him 
now, his eyes all ablaze. ”L.ct none who calls 
himself my friend ever talk of turning tail, but 
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if any lack the courage to stay, let him go ! I 
want him not!" And see you! Not one of us 
stirred ; we were all his friends ! 

“ {The tent '‘Opens. BABER and TarDI BEG 
come out . ] 

Baber. [ Saluting. ] You have leave ! Baber de- 
fends himself when he is awake ! 

Tardi Beg. God send it may be so ever! j’^et 
this astrologer says — 

Baber. [ Kindln but quickhj. ] Nay ! Nay 1 Not 
from you, best of friends. Leave that to the igno- 
rant. Truly God's stars war against no man who 
does his duty. [ He pauses. ] And therein lies the 
gist of the matter! See you, Tardi Beg — friend of 
how many years as derinsh or soldier — when the 
astrologer began frightening my soldiers with tales 
of the opposition of Mars I was full angered and 
called him a villainous soothsayer — as he is. Then 
thought came; and thought brought wisdom. I ask- 
ed of myself, Am I doing my duty ? — and lo ! the 
answer was, Thou art not ! Art thou not often 
half drunk — naj’' — whole drunk — ’what gain is there 
in untruth — with wine? Dost thou not eat drug- 
ged comfits ? Are these the actions of a pious 
Mussulman? And granted thou hast excuse — and 
God knows I have some — didst thou not promise 
thyself to give up the habit when thou wast forty 
years of age and art thou not five and forty, 
O Zahir-ud-din Mahomed Baber? And so, in a 
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<;econd friend like i flash of God's hRhliunff ^ 
<;a\\ I saw that i ha 1 been cheating myself“— 

I had been i heating m> lioil So now there must 
be truth between us imermosi truth This day that 
comes sf fist Jstfffi/ •. An hand oitn""'*' 
yon drift of spent rose leaf e loads lies between the 
lightening eirth an I the lit.hteninR sWy — see how 
their curled petals latch the underglow of the un* 
risen sun — is u not wonderful? — This day may 
bring defeat or it may bring victory But it shall 
bring truth and i mirage 

lEtihr Hl.r\iA,^os They salute /M deir 
frunti \ 

Hum ON The triKip^ are missing for the pandet 
father Whit news i the night’ Is there chance 
of attack ’ 

Baber The mitposts ore qmet Rana Singa is 
cautious We have to do wuh □ wily old fox, my 
son LoT Humayon the very sight of thee makes 
my heart open I ke i rosebud 

I Tn/er Mahdi KWAJA- /fe snfitfes 1 
Mahdi Kwaja Good morrow most Beloved 1 
There is word from thy diughUr my wife She 
prays for victory and prosperity 
Baber Little Ma isnma I Well, she shall have it 
‘ these hands can compass ill And now to make 
ready 


[Retires to tent ] 
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[ Enter ASAS. ] 

AsaS. God be thanked I am in lime for this 
parade;, but half a skin of good' Shiraz at mid- 
night makes one drowsj' at the dawn. And where- 
fore is it called ? I fain would know that. 

[Enter Mahomed Sharif between two 
.sentries. ] 

Mahomed Sharif. Wherefore? Because I read 
the stars; because I gave the warning. Baber will 
punish me before his army. But llie truth the 
truth will show with time. 

Tardi Beg. Peace, fool — if 'tis the truth, 'twill 
come without thy telling, 

HumaYON. There come the troops, Asas, bid them 
form a half circle there on the plain before us. 

[ E.vit ASAS. 1 

MaHDI KWAJA. Rana Sanga can have no finer 
troops than these. 

HUMAYON. True, but he hath three to our one. 

Tardi Beg. [Softly,] Were we all as thy father, 
O my prince 1 that would be more than even. Are 
they all assembled? Then I will call the King. 

[ A pause, buyfes, drums, naknras. ] 
[ The tent ■ opens and BABER appears in a 
plain white robe, in his right hand a cr?js- 
tal drinking cup, ] 

Baber. Noblemen! Gentlemen! Soldiers! All who 
sit down to the Feast of Life must end by drink- 
ing the Cup of Death. Therefore it behoves each 

of us to be ready for the last draught by repenting 

7. D. H. I. 
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him of the evil he has done Lol 1 repent 
roe of my sn! I repent me of my broken pro* 
m se Now w th the salvation of a righteous 
death close to me I cast away my great tempta 
ton [ Hp Jl ijt a ray <A<* crustal 1 l-ol f 
repent Who follows roe? 

{ A minufr » pnuse J 

Asas I do S re 

BabFR That makes it the less hard Asas old 
boon companion Tho i hast more to renounce than L 
TaRDI Beg l also O Most Clement I follow 
fa r wherever Baber goes 
Baber thanks l best of friends 
MAHDI KWAJ a An l I 
HUMAVON An I I 

[A con/ s f s/o i no And I And I 
And I fro tie (fou&onds 0 / t nseen sd 
di rs Tie off" ri pres* font ird holding 
tiers, o Uinlo o e Ocneral enti nsia*m] 
Baber [Jojf Ilj] L l Wc are as one now 
And a one man vill we fi-»ht the foe Gods 
stars do not wir aga nst a righteous cause Lol 
the Most H gh w 11 be merciful to us So let us 
svesr that none of is wU turn his face from 
Death or V ctory 1 11 his soul be separated from 
his body As the poet says — 

W th fame even fide Tam content 
Fame shall be m nc though mj body be death s I 

\A roar of osaenf fill the atr ] 
I The sun rises ] 



A CHILD’S MEMORY. 


Humayon, Baber’s son, was through his own 
faults — he was an inveterate opium-eater — ousted 
from his kingdom for years. His son, afterwards 
to be the Great Akbar, was born in exile. The 
following incident, which is strictly historical, shows 
both these facts distinctly. 
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Hi. MW ON the Empiror 

AKB\R his hUle son aged four 

MlRZ\ HIND\L, Hutmyons brother 

MiRZ\ ^ADGAR NASIR Humayon’s brother. 

BAIRAM kHAN General md Minister 
Nadim KH\N Akbars foster father 
CHAMBERLAIN 

SCENE IN KABUL 

The ihi'^ vt fot a ^itnlen ftsUiity ns tieiced from 
the audiciiLi Dmperns iototiri<i tamp^, carpets etc 
[Nadim khan and chamberlain 1 
Nadim Khan It the child knoxss not his mother 
’twill be small wonder He was but fifteen months 
old that dreary night in the desert when my lady 
Queen Hsmida her face bnthed in tears, left him 
to mir charge Aye' Aye! A weary dreary day, 
and a weary dreary three years since then 
Chamberlain But now all goes well 1 My lord 
King Humayon is vJCtorious over all his enemies 
And the years of disgrace and wandering seem to 
have passed him by \jle is merry and handsome 
as ever, and as fall oft quips and cranks Who 
hut he would have thought of setting a little lad 
1, of four to the recognizing of his mother, and 



A CHILD'S MEMORY. 


301 


having thought of it, have devised such a festivity 
as this? Lo! It will be like the Day of Resurrec- 
tion! Yonder wide balcony that will be filled with 
ladies of distinction all veiled in green! — the birds 
in cages among the trees that will set up a piping 
if the little prince’s memory be good enough to 
choose his mother aright! — and the Emperor him- 
self, and the musicians! — Lo I my brain grows 
crazy with the thought of all that has to be 
arranged ! 

[Fusses off.l 

[ Enter MiRZA HiNDAL and BaiRAM KHAN. ] 

HindaL. Good morrow, foster-father! We would 
be alone. 

Nadim Khan. At your pleasure, sirs. [ (?08s.l 
What schemes are they up to now, I wonder? 
Truly, after one has been on edge for nigh four 
years, guarding an infant life from wicked men, 
one learns to suspect all things on God’s earth. 

[E.vit listening.^ 

HiNDAL. So far, so good. My brother’s star is 
in the ascendant — for the lime. And it behoves 
wise men to accept the decrees of Providence. 
But if once more Humayon's fortunes should follow 
his wild wits — what then? 

BaiRAM Khan. With all due deference, Mirza 
Sahib, I leave that for time to answer. Here comes 
the Emperor and his son. By the Prophet, a 
most likely lad! Look at his grave eyes — his 
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firm mouth My laOy Khanzada Khanum was right 
when she said he favoured his grandfather more 
than his father I mind me, when a lad myself, 
seeing lust that same steady Raze when Babet 
came to audience Most Clement and Merciful! 
your ser\ ml 

I T/iey iKNu to HtMAYON «iiJ tittle AKBAR 
a/io are /ofloiiid tnj \lanihrd-b<'iirers, quani% 
Hohles find Nadim KiUN HUMAYON icat^ 
ftniisW/ on throne Little AKB\R ehoas iw 
inilinntton to toL: /ii« fo*ter-fathe/s 
HlT'IAyoN I L>iM7hiii / ) N j) ' Nay' Stand of thy* 
self, sonlinp So right m the middle all alof*. 
quite alone Thou’li fin«l Amma-jan before long, 
III warrant So here we ire genUemen. ns com* 
fortable a^ if the pist \ears of fighting were a 
dreim 1 and my brothers - \ He look.^ nfertionUe' 
ly toiKirdi «mj YadO\r NasIR) reconciled 

[Hi$ face ctoKcfs ( only Kimran and Askari absent! 
Bit they will come m and my beloied father's 
wish he realised thu we brothers should not quar- 
rel So now 10 business Akbir, my son' Thou 
seest that row of ladies of the highest distincUoO 
d.screetlj veiled in green From amongst them 
thou mu-t choose thy mother 
AKb\r ( //{ IT you i resoitfint gmie loicc ] 

I da not see anyWates father, the veils are all 
alike I \ 
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•Humayon. [Laughing.] So wilt thou see thy 
bride in the future, sonling. But these ladies will 
raise their veils when I give the order. Art ready, 
son ? 

AkbaR. [ His lips trembling. ] Father ! I would 
rather not. 

Nadim Khan. ’Fore heaven it is a shame ! How 
can a child remember all these years? 

BairaM Khan. Peace, fool 1 I’ll back the child. 
Look at his eyes ! 

HumaYON. Come ! Be brave ! Ladies. I pray 
you raise your veils! Now, my son — 

AkbaR. [ Pauses, hesitates, then like an arrow 
from a bow runs forward with the cry. ] Amma 1 
Amma-jan ! 

BairaM Khan. ] I backed the boy — 

and I will back him to the end ! 
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AKBAR’S RESOLVE. 


Akbir came to the throne at his father’s death, 
when he was twelve years of age. Bairam Khan 
was his tutor and gu-irdian md right well had 
he kept his promise of backing the little lads 
fortunes But he was domineering nnd arrogant, 
and from the very beginning his methods of 
government ran counter to those of the boj-king 
who from the first realiseil the responsibilities of 
kingship far more keenly than any of his con- 
temporaries m my part of the world So at the 
early age of eighteen he dismissed his minister, 
and from that time ruled his people on entirely 
new lines and with a wisdom seldom equalled and 
never excelled 



DRAMATIS PERSONAi. 


AKBAR, Emperor of India. 

BairAM Khan, his Prime Minister and past 
guardian. 

Maham ANAGAH, Akbar’s foster-mother. 

ADHAM Khan, Akbar’s foster-brother. 

PiR Mahomed Khan, Akbar’s old tutor. 
Chamberlain. 


SCENE. 

A private room i)i a palace ai Delhi. 

[M.AH.AM ANAGAH and AKBAR alone.} 

Maham, [ Weepinq. ] After all these years that you 
should flout me, set my wits at naught — ^you whom 
I nursed and cherished as my own, nay more than 
that, more by a thousand times ! 

Akbar. \ Gravely.} My more than mother, canst 
not understand ? A man can only do what seems him 
best, if — as you sure must wish — he sets the good 
of many as worth more than that of a few. Bairam 
hath been my friend but from the first ~[He shi~ 
t’ers.] Why, the mere memory disgusts me. After 
the battle when he brought to me — to me a boy of 
twelve, new come to kingship — that wretched Hemu, 
bleeding, wounded, ill, and bade me cut him down. 
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giving me is vhci to such base deed my fa 
Ihers swor 1 Boyl prove your mettle on this m 
fidel an 1 when 1 sai I I would not when I cried 
I strike no woinded man I will not whet my 
kingly swor I on aught but strength ind sense he 
took the Swor I my fiihers sword 1 and cut him 
down h mself — Ahl Saxage Brutall Infamousl — ever 
Since then kin I thoigh he is sagacious in his way 
Ive felt h m as a drag on hit I dream No! he 
must gol It IS not that he sent without one refer 
ence to me tic lear old Pr my ancient titor to 
most unneede I ban shment it s because m every 
Vity he thwarts me n my Iream of perfect toler 
ance 

MAHAMAnacah 1<?M1 / / rna) Aye dreams 

and Ireams in I dreims \o i d 1 not get them from 
my m Ik 1 U sweir 

Akbar 7 n J jv,o an I that rem nds me — 

ICTups la di fr t ppei s ] B \ Adham 
Khan come h ther 


. iT/e «w I r Urct 1 

IAKbkr t n, to Maham \NACAnl My more than 
r? r.J h rt VO r k ndly heart 

« Adham IS your son So I w 1! speak to h m 
-nsa„„,K„ow ... 


I CoU 
1 say 


( EntPr AtJHASi KHAN / e sal te% 1 
“"i? 1 Adham’ I have a wor 1 to siy to jou 
in your mothers presence furly squarely 
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You must not presume, because you are my foster- 
brother, From afar come tales of wanton wicked- 
ness, of reckless pride. My subjects are outraged, 
my people’s peace disturbed. I will not have it. If 
these tales recur you shall be punished were you 
fifty times my foster-brother, and your mother there 
had done for me a thousand times what she has 
done — though that were beyond thought since she 
has left undone no single thing. 

I He takes MA.HAM ANA.GA.H’s hands, raises 
them to his forehead and then gently conducts 
her to the door]. 

{ Enter CH.\MBERLAIN.I 
Chamberlain. Fir Mahomed Khan. 

Fir Mahomed. Most Illustrious ! hearing that for 
my sake you would dismiss Bairam, I come to beg 
you to consider. You are young; the times are 
difficult. His wisdom — 

AKBAR. [Stniling.] I have some too, although you 
saw small trace of wit or wisdom in my schoolboy 
days. And Bairam has been dismissed already. The 
message that I sent him was writ fair — but not by 
me, my tutor! Never would I learn to be a scribe, 
as thou knowest well. I told him that till now, my 
royal will had been that he should rule, but now 
my mind had changed ; that it was my intention 
in future to control all things and by my judgment 
unaided, uncontrolled, to govern as I chose. He did 
not take it well. He tried to breed dissension. He 
has failed. He sent last night to ask for mercy. 
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THE FIRST FOOTHOLD. 

Ralph Fitch, John Newbery and William Leedes 
were the first ambassadors from Great Britain to 
India. After many adventures by the w-y, they 
turned up about the beginning of hot wea- 
ther in the year 15>55 at the Gre ^ Akbar’s Court 
at Agra, and delivered to ^ letter from 

Queen Elizabeth of addressed to 

“Yellabdin Echebar, King / Cambayn, Invincible 
Emperor. ” 

It asked only for safe through the 

erJ 

Empire; and this was gra" 
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AKBAR the Great Alogul 
ABUL-FaZL, his Prime Mmisicr 
BlRBAU AVbars Rfeai friend 
RALPH FtTCtI a ciiiren and trader 
London 

\^fOHN Newbery 1 Ofitixh trader from Aleppo- 
A Lfedes an Fn^lish jeweller 

PURS^BEARt 

N'Jl 

Mes etc 


I Of r. r 

toirl of ^flro AL* 


The Ditran wim > 

C\R M on kia throne - 

t w/>l t niiii niurfiers 


htiti and : 
Fj/I Wnmi 


I the fvntr> 
Iranl-stnii 


tif-f « rA< 
ml 


AKn\K [In fi l(,ud 
last pirion of the Quo 
AHL-FAZL. Hi 
Mjj St) 2> hlirranit) 
words and only reqne 
may be honestly entrcaiej 
in respect of their hart 


r/nis s/unrf fAree 
■ iim It M ftirln 


[0<innanu* hhi\ ] Read the 
n s letter once more 
singular report of Your 
the fewer and less 
I’art that these our subjects 
^ id and received And that 
IK Journey it would please 
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Your Majesty with some liberty and security of 
voyage to grant them such privileges as to you 
shall seem good — ” 

Akbar. Enough. Write down their names, scribe. 
[Addressing the English77wn a77d poi77ii77g to one.] 
Your name, sir ? 

John NEWBERY. John Newbery, of Aleppo. 

Akbar. Your purpose ? 

John Newbery. Trade — and travel. 

Akbar. [ Lookhig kee7ily at hwi. ] Ha ! more of 
the latter than the former, I’ll warrant me. But 
you, sir, are trader born. 

Ralph Fitch. Aye, Sire, Ralph Fitch of London. 

AKBAR. Arid you ? 

William LeeDES. A jeweller. I cut gems like 
this, my Liege. 

[ He drains fi'oin his bosom a lai'ge I'ose-cut 
diai 7707 id. The 7iobles press forward. AKBAR 
holds if between finger a7id ih^nnb. It flashes.] 

Akbar. Beautiful indeed! See, Abul ! How many 
faces it has and each reflects the sun ! It is like 
a perfect life. [To WILLIAM LEEDES.] You could 
cut such gems here? 

William LEEDES. Aye, my Liege. 

Ralph Fitch. [Eagei-ly.] And we could bring 
India gold too — 

Akbar. [Hanghtihj.] We have no need of gold. 
Purse-bearer ! bring forth the immortal money and 
show these strangers we need no gold. 
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Ralph Fitch. Our law is different, It leaves 
each free. But by the fante for justice of our 
Queen and of our country wc engage to do naught 
tinbecoming of either. 

AKBAR. [SharpUj.] And to abide by my laws? 

John NKWBERY, And to abide by the laws of 
this land. tA.wV/e. 1 So long as they shall last 

AkBAR. Scribe! Write out a .'iiinnud of safety 
while they arc in my realms. Who injures them 
is responsible to me. Gentlemen, you may go! 

I Thn/ t7inhe Dbrisnnre and go. ] 

John NEWBERY. [A.sfrfe.] We have gained a 
foothold; let others see that they keep it. I am 
more for travel and to see the world as the Great 
Mogul said. Lo I he has eyes to pierce through a 

man. 

* 

Ralph Fitcil Yea! the path is clear. Saw you 
ever sucli riches — such diamonds? 

William LeedeS. { Dreaniihj.] The one on his 
turban was as large as an egg. Yet, were it cut it 
would lose — much. 

Ralph Fitch. [Jogotisly.\ And gain more! My 
masters! what tales shall we not have to tell when 
we return? How mouths will water and fingers 
itch to touch the untoid wealth of India! [He rttbs 
his hands and laughs gleefully.] But as we said, 
“Free, fair trade. Aye! free, and fair!” 


8 . 
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JAHANGIR AN'D NURJAHAN 

Ihe I Ts I tht Emperor Jahingirs 1o\e for the 
beautiful Per;»iiu \urjalnn ts too well known to 
need re lellmir He suv htr first at his father’s 
court hut li I not -.u reed m mclticing her to marry 
him till twenty years had passed He was then fast 
goins tlownhiU drunksn dissolute, the end must 
have come awn bhe bv her influence restored him 
to some measure of lignitv and self-control, and 
for sixteen years was practically joint ruler with 
him of Hmdostan Minv were the cabals against 
her but she won her way through all and confuted 
the critics who said her actions were the outcome 
of personal ambition by retiring absolutely from 
public lite at her husbands death and living as 
a wi ! w eni.jced solely m charitable works 

Ft c i rv of how she once nearly lost her hold 
over ih F Wrnr is told m the following playlet, 
which -.h V. \jow Jahangir was kidnapped, held 
prisoner irdu e\ ro sign Nurjahan’s death-warrant, 
and how the n sight of her was sufficient to 
restore her ascend / and confound the plotters 



DRAMATIS PERSONS. 


Jahangir, Emperor of India. 

NurjaHAN, his wife, Empress of India, 

ASAF Khan, Nurjahan’s brother. 

MOHABAT Khan, Governor of Bengal and rebel. 
BIRKHARDAR, Mohabat’s son. 

FEDAI Khan, an adherent of Niirjahan. 

Nobles, Messengers, cup-bearers, etc. 

SCENE I. 

A tent on the bank of the Jhelnm river. It is 
.late at night. JAHANGIR reclines on a couch. 
ASAF Khan sits beside him. Two or three other 
nobles form the group. They are all drinking. 

Jahangir. [ Raising his ruby ciq). ] One more 
cup, gentlemen. What shall the toast be ? 

A Nobleman. To the fair one’s eyes! 
Jahangir. [ Frowning. ] Fool ! Thou art drunk 
indeed — who cares for your mistress’s eyes? 

, FEDAI Khan. [ Bolding up hi.s goblet. ] May 
•Heaven give long life to the Empress of India ! 

Jahangir. [ Mollified. ] Come, that is better. 
We will have another cup to that 1 

[ The cup-bearer fills the goblets . } 
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MESSENGER Sife« Her Highness ilie Empress 
of India craNes an hence and cannot wait since 
it IS past twelve ot the clock 
Jahangir I sh ly 1 1 dreamed it not so late 
Gentlemen kxdiiiuhl I most to my bed 

I EninU bhDXI k.HAN and NOBLES 1 
As\F KH-tN With vour permission, Sire I 
remain an I see my sisUr I would have a word 
with her 

Jahangir I iylemnlj he w xli'jhtl!/ the worse 
for drink ] ^nd with none better She is marvel* 
Ions simply marvellous Her ttits — (SAa^es Aw 
head ftyiitihly \ 

[tiiter NIRJAHAN ■<hp*idmms m courtly /<i 
-ih /II then v'"' to utiind (>eiiiU Jahanfj^r ] 

Nlrjahan My lord ’tis later than you thought 
and fully time you rested from the duties of the 
day To-morrow loo will be most liFing We 
must cross the river and that inkes time Ah I 
Asnf IS that yott’ What news of thi- Mohabat 
Khan ’ 

\S\F Khan They say he hnRers on our rear 
with more than fifteen thousand men, mostly Raj- 
puts 

KURJaHAN Traitor and rebel! He shall meet 
his match when once my lord is safe and well in 
Kabul I To JAH ANGIR 1 Has Hie cough troubled 
much to-day, my lord* 

Jahangir, Somewhat — it would be bettered 
by another glass — 



JAHANGUi AND NUBJAHAK 


117 


' NURJAHAN. Not after twelve, iny lord, your 
wont is otherwise. See I will , call for your at- 
tendant. 

[ Clapti her Iiand^. 1 
j Bcrmtii efifers. ] 

May soundest sleep .ntteml my lord, and plea- 
sant dreams be his until the dawning of the duyl 
1 She fnlln ai ihe EMPEROR’s feet and Icis.'fes them. 
In a lorn rofce. ] Your slave bids you good-night. 

Jahangir. [fjeanino on his atfendniit's om.] 
There’s but one woman in the world, my Queen. 
Good-night. 

[ E.xit. ] 

NURJAHAN. { Rising . } That makes it worth the 
while I He’s more a king when I can stand be- 
tween him and his faults. Ah Asaf! How I miss 
my father's shrewd old wit! 1 often think how 
•well he shaped the course even from the time 
when those quaint Englishmen came asking grants 
for this and that. “See you, speak fair I” he said. 
“In times to come our India will owe much to 
these same merchant-men. We hoard our gold too 
close. They spend it and so make God’s earth 
more fruitful.” ‘ Ah! had I a free hand, I’d make 
this country learn a lesson. ' ’ 

ASAF. You have not taught Mohabat his as yet. 

NURJAhAN. [ From fling.] Nol'but I 'will. He’s 
backed, see you, by Khurram, once the one of all 
the Emperor’s sons I favoured most. I thought him 
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UVe Kreat Msbar but I trust him not — I thiiA 
he killed his hroiher \n>hov% 1 have to get I e 
Kmc safe into kibo! Ihc cool air. the joyous 
life will cun him of his asthma 
ME5S.FSGFR Ft 111 khin wiuM fam ha^e audi- 
ence n w 

M'Rl'MlAS \ ImU hiM • 

I J/rwieiif/cr qocs J 
NURJAJUs It must he I t.r»*e import so late 
as this 

iFiihi riDM KilAN We iH mrvmfrirf /w 
« tniicA I 

FedM Khan \ly lady liece I cn\e to be 
allowed to keep my compiny this side the bridife» 
till (hylicht tomes I like it not Ihc royal tents 
should stand so pxir protected If the word 
gisen ril halt my men who even now pass by 
to take position on the further side 
NuRJAHaS Out whence this fear? Host heard 
of any plot against my lo-d? 

FeDAI Khan None* but devotion dreams of 
ill where none exists — ntayhap 
NURJAHA^ Then ’lis devotion's part to give 
up dreams and do its duty There is no fcat» 
Fedai thou best of friends* ' 

FeDai K.HAJ} So be It lady ! 

t Qia 9 bugler aourul, tramping of feet ov^' 

tule ) 
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NURJAHAN. I S/fn7inf/.] Poor Fedai ! How often 
does he dream of ill to me, his mistress! Never 
was a servant so devoted! Well, itood-niijht. 
God’s blessing go with you ! 

[ Exeunt different sides:, hqhts ure towered . } 

[ A /oh?/ pause. A uoiui ,<ioiind.'i once, then 
twice, then three times. Three hours are 
supposed to elapse. ] 

[ Suddenln the tent flap tiffs, a man sfe.ats 
in. J 

[Voice from behind. \ Hush! Man, hush! 

• This must he done in silence! 

[Four or flee men .si ip in, at. so MOHABAT 
and BIRICHARDAR. ] 

MOHABAT. [ In a whi.sper. ] The Emperor sleeps 
WMthin. The guards are gagged and there remain 
but the two watchmen. Kasim ! you take one, 
Rai Singh the other. Now ! Quiet as mice ! 

[ E.veunf to the sleepiiuj tent luifhin.] 

( Faint sounds are heard. ] 

MOHABAT. [ Coming in again. He holds one arm 
of the Emperor who i.s in his night garment, BlR- 
KHARDAR the other.] My Liege, you are our pri- 
soner. 

Jahangir. [But half awake.] How? What? 
Where am I? 

MOHABAT. > In the hands of friends who fain 
would give you freedom. 

Jahangir. Mohabat! Is it thou — and this thy 
son ? 




DRAMATIS PERSONS. 


Jahangir. 

' Nurjahan. 

Fedai Khan. 

Mohabat. 

1ST Minister. 

2nd Minister. 

Nobles, Messengers, Cup-bearers, Acrobat, etc. 

SCENE II. 

A royal room ; evertjthing mnyvificent. ObsequiouH 
cup-bearcrs. JAHANGIR rccUninr; on a couch, A boy 
playing antics before him. MOHABAT looking on. 

Jahangir. Go away! I am tired! 

( Boy crestfallen goes. ] 
Slaves, another cup of wine — 

t Holds out the ruby cup . ) 

Mohabat. What further does my lord desire? 
All that this countri' holds of joy or wealth is his 
and none dare say, “Forbear! Forbear!” 

Jahangir. \ Heaving a sigh.] Yea! Yea! I am 
free. [FroW.*? out the ruby cup.] Another cup of wine 
— dost hear? 
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MOHABAT I Oiithfalty 1 Not sours aldne is free- 
dom All the countrj noRS with joy that the arch 
mischief maker s gone Yet twas not her fault 
that matters went av\r> What else could one 
expect? — She v. as but a viomanl 
Jahangir Truel I was a fool to trust her [To 
Cupbearer ] Fill mj cup again’ 

MOH\BAT No fool m> lord your wislom has 
no flaw Given but freedom from a womans gule 
\oud shine the wisest monarch upon earth 
Jahangir [5/3^117 / « hcil ) Most true— rrost 
truel I am but a fool wiere women jrc^concerned 
Moh^bat Say not sol Where but We woman 
IS concerne i m> lor 1 fl j| nman mlist be sent 
where she can lo no misch ef 
Jahangir Exiled? . 

MOIUBAT Aye — to the Land of Delath 
jAIIAsriR j^-eeh/y I Not that’ / 

MOH^b^T Nau hi else v II <l ri'e Queen as 
>ou hi e heard has given herself p/ being van 
‘ * il ! s r r ^uble will fol 

' n t I lo t but III VO r|'^frienh beseech 
isbelov al Reputation from 
I’ Y them 


ion len n w there w 
jour ir, „| [7<. 

Messenger I Go ' b d the ni „ >,e„\ ^ 

1ST Minister Most Michty Ve Iliy sersants 


humblj pray to be set free f r c er ft 
of womanhoo! in matters far beyond 
>oman Sicn Ihi. .a„a„t of death a 
noon t„ll rise beyond the realms of „ 


the thrall 
. arts of 
J th> re- 

ght 
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2nd Minister. Bethink thee, Merciful ! ’Tis one 
against a million. One poor soul sent unto Para- 
dise, a million men here on this earth at peace. The 
exchange is good, my King ! 

MohaBAT. Here is the paper — but a scratch and 
the thing’s done. Have courage, Jahangir 1 Thou 
didst not lack it when we charged the foe together 
in the olden days. 

Jahangir. No. I’m no coward — here, the pen! 
[ Writes Imrriedly, IHnys the pen away. ] Another cup 
of wine 1 

Mohabat. [Taming aivay aside.] Go — give him 
ten — it matters not now he has signed. Go — give 
the warrant to the Commandant and bid him do his 
duty. Quick! [T^irning to JAHANGIR bi'iskly,] And 
now Great King, to business. I have news of much 
importance. Rhotas is taken. Asaf Khan has retired 
to further shelter. 

Jahangir. That is good! 

Mohabat. From the Dekkan comes great news 
of great success. On every side is victory. Ere 
the year’s out, all India will admit Jahangir’s rule. 
And wherefore not, since, as his name implies, he 
girds the world? 

1st Minister. Aye! So he will, not India, but 
the world. 

[ Enter FEDAl KHAN. ] 

FEDAI Khan. I come, O King ! burdened with a 
request, from one you once held dear; not a request 
in truth, but a demand; a claim in short that 




m 


DEMI me ni’iroRr of iNPfA 


cannot be tlenied Qacen Niirjainn, your wifCi 
bees ere she dies dies udhntily, rmrk you 
your <.oinmanil~iha» she rm> once more kisS yow 
Sht bids mt siy thit you coidd trust her 
not to make a scetu 

IjAHAhGlR ItK^t firini me to the cJher diibt- 
ws/t; ] 

MOHAHAT [Quickly I Why shoidd the King — ? 

FEDAt Khan IQmcArer | bhe bade me bcR >ou 
to seek counsel from your heart mv Licce. hot 
from men’s tonRues 


( A moment update 1 
Jahangir I fw wAroAfn .mce 1 BhI htr come ITV) 
the Ministers. I U can do no harm 
MOfMBAT ( CToNten/m/Ai'* ] Ko harm at 

*11— meanwhile let m proceed to business mere im- 
portant 

FedaI Khan Nav' My mistress waits without— 
17-0 Jahangir ] Shall she come in. my LiepeT 
JAHANGIR I IkeoAfy merrome To hxmself.] So 
cfose< [Aloud] Ay. le, her comel 

lEnUr NuRjaHaN closely veiled i« uhite She 
uothi quietiv to Jahangir, fatta at Am feet ] 
Nurmkan [In a iowvotce ] Good-niRht. my lord, 
good night 

Us Jahangir cold, a at her hand 

and kolda her fast J 

JAHANGIR [In a land totee ] No! Nol This shall 
not. must not be-l-^I cannot~no. I will notl 
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NurjaHAN. \Qenthj.\ If my lord wills my death, 
I die with joy — if life, I live to be his slave. 

[ She stands proudly beside the EMPEROR scem- 
ing to defy all present. ] 

Jahangir. [Still holding her hand.] What can I 
say? Ah men! she is my friend — I cannot let her 
go — have pity on us both, I beg — I pray 
MOHABAT. It is not for the Emperor of India to 
beg in vain. 

[ TVar.s up the death-ivairant, goes.] 
[ E.teunt all. j 

[MOHABAT, as he goes.] We must find some 
other way to clip the witch’s wings. 

[Jahangir and NURJAHAN are left standing 
together. She lifts her veil and looks around.] 
'Nurjahan. Cup-bearer! Take the wine away. 
My lord desires no more. 



20 — 

A SURGLON’S FEE 

Shahjahan was the mnsl miRnificent of Indian 
Emperors In his time the wise inaclions of his 
Rrandfathcr the Rreal M.bar bore fnutr he 
himseU was wise enough not to interfere with the 
great scheme of Empire that ALbar started He 
was therefore rich beyond tompire. nnd bemf: of 
artistic inteliectunl nature he spent his money tn 
artistic ways, Amongst ,ihi.r bcsuliful binldinS*, 
the Taj stands supreme It is a memornl to ArjO" 
mand Banu Shahjahan s belosed wife who bore him 
thirteen children (n later life Shahjahan was 
shamefully used by his sons ind spent many years 
imprisoned in the palace it Agra Here his de- 
voted and much beloved companion was his daughter 
Pad shah or Jahanara Begum From the affection 
he lav she i upon her wc judge that she must have 
closely resembled her mother the dead Arjumand 



DRAMATIS PERSONAi. 

SHAHJAHAN, Emperor of India. 

Lord High Chamberlain. 

Gabriel BOUGHTON, an English ship’s surgeon. 
1 st Hakim, 

2nd Hakim. 

Messenger. 


SCENE 

A room in the palace at Aqru. A balcony opens 
to the curve of the river. The Taj is seen in 
the distance. 

Shahjahan. [Alone ivalking up and down.] 
Patience — so thej' bid me! patience, when my one 
ewe lamb, my only one, lies at death’s door! Her 
brothers do not care : they keep me here a pri- 
soner for their ends, and I — [ Goes to balcony.] Ah 
Arjumand ! Dear Arjumand! you lie at peace your 
sons torment you not — [ Covers hts face with his 
hands. ] 

[Enter LORD HIGH CHAMBERLAIN.] 

Chamberlain. My lord — this is not well. God 
will be merciful 1 He will save for you the sweetest 
lady ever the sun shone on. 



///S70/1 


bu\Hj\nA N t the sweetest — she *'« 
there at re i ■An k v I «eem< so useless, frtcnd— 

I cinn t think 1 c i ee the fire catch at her 
^.loIhe^ iJt wU wi 1 n t there to crush them 
out' \V( th re n n in trt fliltR h*s strenRth 
tween 1) ith u I th i» > helpless frightened 
kirU 

Ch \MBt-KL MS The pr n e*s Jahanara did her best 
to save her friend They were both dancing Sire — 
the flimsy robe I vught nihelimp the Princes* swift 
as th tti,ht flung herself forward caught the scream- 
ing girl an 1 s cru hed ihe tire >ui Too brave alas! 
A cunnmt, (lame hv 1 t i he I her piuty ved ** 
flared the Prin e s n thmt launted tried to cast 
Hoff an 1 i 1 so 1 It tU tire fled to her dress 

SHAHJ MIAN My po'ir poor child • 

ChambeRLAIS Ant there was none to help* 
The ther women were not brave as she Since 
then \our Majesty s. physicians skill has thy and 
night been hers 

MtMijAHAN l/VornAfj } They bring no help* 
D-iv nf er lat the r faces lenuhen When think 

you t II the Englishman be heret Their doctors 
have some brains 50 ma> bring hope 

CHAMBERLAIN Your message went posthaste 
and he may come 4t any moment, for mjself I 
deem ther Western knowledge poor I would 
rely — 
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SHAHJAHAN. his hamlH.] It is a 

chance, man ! Canst not unclcrstand, a drownintt 
man will catch e'en at a straw ? Ah ! Here come 
the doctors. What i.s j-onr report ? 

1st HaKLM. Yoiir Highness must have patience. 
God will send recovery. 

2nd Hakim. Death, O Most Highest, brings 
to all men peace. 

1st H.AK1M. Siie suffers not at all, that is one good. 

SHAHJAH.^N. i Stoifjfcrinif. ) You mean — you 
cannot mean there is no hope ! 

1ST Hakim. ( Erhoinf/.] No hope in mortal 
man. but God remains. 

2nd Hakim. Aye, He remains. 

1ST Hakim. And patience. Sire, patience! 

SHAHJAHAN. All Jahanara ! O my all ! My 
link with the beloved past ! 

Messenger. Sire, the ship's doctor sent .at 
your request from Surat has arrived. 

SHAHJAHAN. Show him in here at once. 

[ Enter Gabriel boughton who bows. ] 

Gabriel. Sir, your servant. The case is ur- 
gent, I am told. I’d better see, without delay, the 
patient; and I pray there be no veilings; for 
such silly shams give Death advantage which he 
shall not have, with Gabriel Boughton. 

SHAHJAHAN. Sir, you are welcome. [ To HA- 
KIMS.] Go with him, my friends, and on the way 
explain to him the treatment she has had. 


9. 


D, H. I. 
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GahRIFL [rhintlttl Sir‘ «> jour Jea\e TJ 
rather c alini M\ tyes arc m> Inst tutor itul 
the 'It <f tl ma> tjonfu^c thorn llitr I 

ten'c 

Sii\ni\n\\ Mv l.itl Mifth Cltimbcrbin con 
iurt ! I tl t T I whert Pr»nce<s« Jahamra 

he all II »h iirtwinten !» ijri as ht «lcsircs. 

I / I- it \iKin iioiCHTON *f»( / Cham 
B hVLAtS I 

VST HAkiM t / ) / / J S rt ' 1 take mj leave 
My serv co is n i no k I 
2SD Hamm \ r mne ho with your pcrtriK 
Sion I ret rc 

SHAtt;AH\s [ ii \\Uyc I ilnne ntslit’ To 
wound these learn 1 nen outraRO the hws which 
for lone yeirs hu< h m.l my women fast in 
Mfvciest prnuj* \ I t umloti \ O Arjiimand 
mv Queen have I don right’ She was as much 
your child as mine Hue 1 done nchi’ It is at 
htst n chance \F>lh „ I,-, fmc'i \ 

Urwftfir GARttlEL ROhGHTON 1 
[ShahjaHaN turti up onrf ha^tihi l«- 
iiurds ha 1 

Gabriel. The girj wUl Uve Your Highness if 
she gets no more ginger and such filth She suffers 
fr m the shock snd must hs\e beef tea brandy 
milV I saw her lake the brandy and she seemed 
better at once In fact with decent care she 
should do well 
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SHAHJAHAN. [ Ojwfowe.] With — decent — care — 
[Bursts out,] Sir, you have put new life into my 
veins. You’ve raised a weight of care from my 
bent shoulders. Whal can I give you in return? 
Ask all- I have to give and 3mu shall have it. 
Naught in my realms that I can give shall be 
denied to you. 

Gabriel. [Simpfi/.] Sir. I’m very glad to be of 
this small service. All the way your embassy has 
fed me like a prince, treated me like a king. 
Will doubtless do the same on mj' way back. 
Therefore I ask no more than common surgeon’s 
fee — a gold mohur. 

SHAHJAHAN, One golden mohur for bringing 
Hope from Heaven ! Nay, good sir, you must ask more. 

Gabriel. [Laughing.] More than a motmr: [Becomes 
serious.] Yea! I wjll! I ask Your IMajesty for what 
means nothing to myself, but much to tliose who 
work for England’s empire in the world. Give 
them, O King, the right to trade without restric- 
tion through thfe length and breadth of Hindustan. 

SHAHJAHAN. I grant it. [do??,?.] Here! Send 
for a scribe at once ; the sunmid shall be duly 
signed and sealed without delay. 

Gabriel. I thank Your Majestj' — though I doubt 
me much, if in the future any one will know that 
England gained her first real footing in this land 
because a poor ship’s surgeon asked for this as 
his fee. And now, great King, I go to see my patient 
and nurse her back to life. 




S1VA]I’S STRATAGEM. 

Siva]i, the great Mahratta chief with whom be 
gan the rule of the Mihratta power m India, was 
a fatr matth for Aufung/t^bc in artfulness and 
cunning More than once he fairly outwitted the 
Mahommedan Emperor ami the story of one of 
exploits as related below gives a good idea of 
the sort of man he was. gay, rccWless, iinscrupu* 
loos, with a perfect genius for conspiracy He was 
a little hit of a man. so his plan ol escapmC 
a hrge bssket was quite feasible 



DRAMATIS PERSONS. 


SiVAJI, the Mahratta chief. 

SAMBHAJI, his son, five years old. 

Hindu Physician, in reality Sivaji’s confederate. 
Mahomedan Physician. 

BhaNJI J confidential servants. 

AURUNGZEBE, the Mogul Emperor. 

A Jailer. 


SCENE. ■ 

A prison. Sivaji, apparentl;/ vcnj ill, itjinp on a 
truckle-bed. Ilis little son Sambhaji is plnyint] be- 
side. him : a Hindu jnpi and a Mahoniedun fakit 
sit 7notionless in the corner. Two verij larr/e boskets 
stand between them. 

[Hindu Physician enterinq with the Maho- 
MEDAN.J 

Hindu Physician. Possibly he is conscious — 
possibly not. He varies much. 

Sivaji. {Muttei'inq.^ Never again shall I see 
the blue hills of my beloved coast country I Never 
again shall I ride my charger along the rock}' 
path that leads to Pertabghar ! I am worse to-day 
than I was yesterday. I shall be worse to-morrow 
than I am to-day. There is nothing left but to die. 
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HlNnt PHYsiLl-\\ P r fellow' lie ‘•eems al 
most at ll ta t 

Mahomedw Physician Yci his \oice is sironu' 
Hindu Physician \h \ That often oc 

irs j t b fore tl cn I ( l//re««ii 7 tfe pnlie t\ 
My 1 rd' Ihs s th« Mat me Hn phys enn tie 
Emperor Aurunc?ebe I as tni to enqii rc after 
your hcalih 

SlVAJ! I ler; /i f/ / J He is —welcome But 
It li no goo 1 I t a\c g ven ilms ind sweetmeats — 
to every Hmd i joj. md Mahomedan fakir Thc> 
all pray for n e bi t I m doomed ' 

Mahomedan physician | rw / tlr pile] 

Say not so my Irien I y ir p tse is still quite 
strong 

Hindu Physician \ Ha.^i,lj \ That is an evd 

s gn I fear But hilf u hour ago H trembled 
s f at deaths Joor I I ke not these unstead 
nesves 

M MIOMFDAS PHYSiaAN An I h s eyc s bright 
Hin u PiivsTCiAN Ay I V ,h fever 
Mahoiedsn Physician ik feels not hot to 

my to ch 

HiNDt PHVWciAf. \StiKrcl t i_,l Likely not! 
But there rr nt rnal is well is external fevers 
NfAHOMEDAN PhAST vn del 1 I do not 

need the tell ng i 

Hindu Pmsi i\n ifjau \ , ] how shouUyou 

when I learnt it ironj >o«r raovV i Imirable treat "e’ 
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MaHOMEDAN Physician. [Flattered,] Ahl so you 
have read my poor effort. Now, tell me, has the 
patient any other symptom of danscr? 

Hindu Physician. [Taken aback.] I~I am not 
sure — 1 — think — cr — 

SiVAJl. l.J?j a hollow voice.] Doctor, I — I have not 
spoken of it — I -I know its import too well — but 
— but — since yesterday I have noticed a black spot 
over — my heart — 

Both PHYSICIANS. [Surprined.] A black spoil 

[ I’fietj look at each other.] 

Hum, indeed! A black spot! [ I'heij proceed to exa- 
mine the mark and ^^hake. their hcad.^i.] 

MahomEDAN PhYSICI.'^N. What it is I do not 
quite diagnose; but that it is serious. [Shakes his 
head.] 

Hindu Physician, I fear, very serious! 

MahomEDAN Physician. Well, I will go to the 
Emperor and tell him that the patient’s condition will 
not admit of a personal interview with him. 

SlVAJI. [ In a hollow voiced I want to say good-bye. 

MahomEDAN Physician. I trust,, not so bad as 
that, my friend. [A** he goes out, he notices the bas- 
kets,] Surely they are large. 

Hindu Physician. Very large; but every day my 
patient has increased his offerings. See — there 
wait the jogi and the fakir ready to distribute 
them. But up till now it has been of no use — 
whatever. [ Sighs^ 


[Exit jVPahomedan Physician.1 
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[ The instant kt ts wit t.f the room SlVAH 
jumps aitl of hetl 

SIVAJI The W5ck mark slid joii both— and T'C 
had u since I ;sas born’ bo fir coodl Now to bnsi* 
nes'> U all iireparctl Ranji* 

Rami All m> lord so far as the 

gales We need the pass 
SivAll That will come How ' are tho«e the 
baskets’ 

BHANJI Tlie largest »e could Rft my lord 

SlVAJi Small enouRh riie> re full of sweets of 
course ? 

RAMI No mv lord 

SlVAji No' Tool' I btt m> life AurunRiebe looU 
In Quick' StufI them full of inythiftRl So a 
kerchief now those few swceis on the top 
them m that dirk corner where the liRht 
Vo* Sambhaji on to the bed’ My child s eyes dance 
m much with thoughts of escape Remember not 
me wnr! snnhnR ' 


\'1BM All \ Not one word, father ' Ah isn’t it fan’ 
hi\ AH fl i\l think yoo had better pretend to 
1' ^ V iir^^e buried m the quill Now for 

It [(r! ,/ 

\ Jailer | Oyx \ ; dorrl I hear the Emperot 
ippro th \Emt 

Hindl Ph^MCIAN MWemnfwl It is well — sodoe 
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{Enter AURUNGZEBE. He is very diyiiified 
and sanctimonious, but his cunning eyes are 
everywhere.] 

AURUNGZEBE. [ After looking at SiVAJI for some 
time.] he not speak? 

Hindu Physician. At times, Most Noble! [Steps 
to bed.] My lord! the Emperor is here! 

SiVAJI. [Faintly.] Nay! doctor, no more medicine. 
’Tis useless ! Why does the Emperor not come ? I 
cannot die in peace — 

AURUNGZEBE. The Emperor is here! What dost 
thou want of me? 

SiVAJI. [Trying to salute; flam laying his hand on 
SamBHAJI.] This child — out-wearied with prief: he 
is no foe of thine. Let him go hence when I am 
gone. 

AURUNGZEBE. Whither ? 

SiVAJI. To his mother at Muttra. 'Tis a last 
request, great foe; but Death — makes — all — folks 
— friends. [ Seems exhausted . } 

AURUNGZEBE. A goodly sentiment. It shall be as 
you desire. 

SivaJL [Faintly.] But the paper— the pass. I 
want it now — 1 cannot die in peace without it: 
as Aurungjrebe would have all men die. 

AURUNGZEBE., [To PHYSICIAN.] What does he 
mean ? 

Hindu Physician. He has been wandering. Most 
Mighty, and hath had a paper prepared. This is it, 
Most Excellent. [Hands paper.] 
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So! that will deceive them for a while. Now I 
Sivaji for smallness! Yc gods, what a tight fit! No 
room for sweets. Ranji, are you ready ? 

RANJL Ready, wy lord ! 

[ Takef! 7ip the hnsket and ti'ots out. j 

Hindu Physician. [ At the door. ] Farewell ! Good 
luck. 

Sivaji. [From within the /ws/reA] We meet to- 
morrow at Muttra. 

[ A pause and .silence. ] 

Hindu Physician. He has passed the prison 
guards by now : so far all is well ! 

[ Blows out lamp and exit, ] 
[ Another pause.] 
[ Someone toith a light opens the door gently 
and steals to bed. He is followed at a distance by 
another. ] 

A Muffled Voice. He is there in his bed, 
alive or dead. Send word fo the Emperor, all is 
well this first hour! 
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A TYRANT’S DEATH-BED. 

Although a very clever man, Auningrebe undoubted- 
ly caused the destruciioit of the Moghul Empire 
Jahangtr began tt by flouting the great Ahhads 
scheme of religious unil> and restoring the Maho- 
medan formula of faith to the coins of the realm 
Aurungaebe continued it with the result that the 
monarchs who came after him can scarcely be called 
the Great Moghuls Aurungrebe was a despot and 
a tyrant of the first water and the tiicident most 
worthy of chronicle in his reign is his death-bed, 
which gives m all its horror, the picture of a dying 
man beset bv remorse for the evil deeds he has 
done Yet he ilways affected piety 
What was really the matter with him was lhi« 
He had no heart The only person of whom he 
was fond was himseU 
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AURUNGZEBE, Emperor of India. 

ROSHANARA, his sister. 

A DOCTOR. 

A SCRIBE. 

Attendants. 

SCENE. 

A verandah room, A bed set xoitk silken coreriefs.. 
A singing bird in a cage. It is night. 

AURUNGZEBE. [From his bed wearily.] What time 
of the night is it ? 

Attendant, Nigh dawn, my lord. 

Aurungzebe. Will the night never. end? Scribel 
bring out the folios of my many letters. 

Scribe. [Bringing out a great pile of half-bound 
volumes.] They are here, my lord. Which does Your 
Majesty require? 

AURUNGZEBE. [Bestlessly.] Which? Who knows! 
They are all the records of me. And I — [ilfore 
feebly.] Old age has arrived. The instant which has 
passed in power has left only sorrow behind it*— 
Aye! and fear, fear of my actions. [Sjjeaks louder.] 
Still, come what may, I have launched my vessel 
on the waves. God knows I have worked hard, I 
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never -iparcil myscH Anti I biult the mosfiuc al 
Lahore m mcmnrv f Dm I had to l-tU htrn — 
kill I \ brotli r he was m the vva> , and those 
others ! di I t f r the best Built with blood 
mnntj hi (1 m nt\ 

( Fnler the DOCTOR I 

Doctor Is » l if the Most Dith thus 
distresses himself he \v 11 do himself much harm 

Alrungzebc What harm’ Am I not dyinil’ 
Do I not know »t » D> I n t fctl it’ And 1 have 
left so many thmes nnd m ' Ah ' if I had a few 
more jcirs «f hie 

Doctor | s, n t « . /« | Most of us Most 
Noble feel there are thincs v\c would rather have 
left undone 

aurlngzebe 1 11 h Noll' 

would lo u all tctin and more — and more 
I RNaptn, nlo f/uiei \ 

Doctor He may sleep now Let him be me- 
dic nes are of no use 


[rxd 1 

I Enter I'RlNCESS ROSHANARA 1 

[Avrungzcbe a.r, <jftp ^tandt and looks 

t turn 1 


ROSHANARA W.ll he waVe I wonder? And to 
what Poor miserable old man « Was it for this 
sate beside him all thoAe days guardin;; the 
Great Seal for hiiti when long ago he was so dlt 
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How changed from what he was in those old 
days! No! I dare not think of them. The shades 
of Dara, of hlurad Baksh. and Shuja — all my 
brothers too ! — rise up and mock me : yet I loved 
Aurnngzebe best of them all. For his sake 1 said 
no word to stop his treatment of our father — 
For his sake — I — 

AurungzeBE. { IFo/.v.s. ] Who and what are 
you? 

ROSHANARA. Thy sister, brother, she who sat 
beside you when long years ago you lay helpless 
and speechless! She who held for you the Seal 
of Office lest your foes should wrench it from your 
helpless hands! 

AurungzeBE. I have forgotten. [ To Atten- 
dants.'\ Take that bird away. Its gilded cage 
reminds me of my father whom I prisoned. But 
he deserved it — and then I was’ young and strong 
and he was old — but now I am old too ! But 
he deserved his fate — and I his son — his son - 
\.A paase. ] I too have a son — nay ! sons such as he 
had; but they will not work as I have — and I 
have worked so hard — so hard. We plotted. 
We planned. [I-onp paMse.l Scribe 1 paper, ink. I will 
write a letter to my son, to — to Azam. In my 
will I’ve left him little. A letter may be useful — 
keep him quiet mayhap. 


[ Dictates. ] 
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"Son. nearest m> heart The agonies of death 
come upon me [ am going Whatever good or 
evil I have done, it was done for you. Farewell! 
Farewell! Farewein” 

Roshanara He sleeps again — and sleep stifles 
remorse hut only for a time — only for a time. 

\Qix 9 weept^’] 1 
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CALICO. 

In 1498, just four years after the Emperor Baber 
came to the throne of Ferghana, an event occurred 
which was to change the whole future of India. 
One Vasco da Gama, a Portuguese master-mariner 
of good family, succeeded in reaching the town of 
Calicut ou the wealern shores of India. He was 
led to the dangerous adventure of trying to cross 
the Indian Ocean by the sight somewhere on the 
east coast of Africa of two webs of cotton cloth 
which the owners said had been made in a land 
over-seas, “a land where there were all sorts of 
spices and precious stones, a land with all the 
riches of the world,” This was the beginning of 
Western trade in India. 


10 . 
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imxMArs PERSOV/r 
\ \^(.<) lU Cr\\i\ i rtuiiese adventurer and 
tmnner 

Diaz his imte 
1 st African Cnitr 
2 nd AFRICAN CHIFF 
Pedro •» ^nior 

Sailnrs Natives 

DIAZ \Rt n/Ais /, // ) Pijie (lotvn the S3i1« 
and you Pe Iro s»e u the nnthor The Ciptain 
tvtll rest the nicht n«ch the nvers mouth 

{ H / ( ///n / ml \oli h > ho From oiit^i Ic Cl h*" 

Pedro ) 

Pedro The> l se no time on the shore msstef 
There be tw,o bmi loadv of the s“v age's on their 
ujv alrenly but J can see nonrms 
Dl \7 Nathless tis as well to be ready Call 
up the cinrds Pedro and bid them bring their 
matchlocVs 

I Exit PEDRO 1 
I E ter Vasco da Gama n ten/ /iundsome 
m mth / I /e dreamy cyesl 
Vasco da Gama \l Tb Am^f/ i So! anchored 
once mnre ' The coast ' this great continent seems 
endless and as the goc p takes it, bay by b^y, 
point by point, the co i. » shows ever due North 
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And I would go East. [Smn.'i the horizon.] No- 
thing but sea, wide sea. Does land lie over there, 

1 wonder? Ho! Diaz, any news? 

Diaz. Two boat-loads of natives, nnarnicd ap- 
proach. Your orders, please. 1 have sent for the 
matchlock-men. 

Vasco da Gam.A.. [Qnicldi/.] Send them back 
again. How often do f tell tliec, Diaz, that we 
arc here not for bloodshed but for commerce. 

Diaz. [ Doi/gedh/. 1 Mayhap the one will not 
come without the other. 

Vasco D.4. Gama. Then will I neither ! Lower the 
ladder, see you, and bring them hither witli all honour. 
Diaz. Aye, a 3 ’^e, sir. 

[£?.x7Y.1 

Vasco D.^ Gama. Shall I gain aught from these 
ignorant folks? God knows. Yet there must be some- 
thing over yonder. [Looks eastuards.] 

[ JEider Diaz, escorting two Al^RICAN CHIEFS, 
eeri/ stalely and dignified. PEDRO follows 
with natives bearing baskets of ftadts. The 
visitors seat themselves in reply to signs^ 
Vasco da Gam.4. [Politely.] Gentlemen, you are 
welcome. Now I wonder if they speak the same 
language as they do at Sofala ! Pedro, try them — 
you know a word or two of the lingo. 

Pedro. I know how to ask for a drink. 

1ST African Chief. [Solemnly:] I speak little 
Portugee. 
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Dl \JATI Ot ISD!A 


Vasco d\ (. \ma 
ma> u I ll 

pica c 1 1) 

Volh j [ 4 f 
t "t p 1 

1 // t i 


U<*»ven be praUedl Now I 
M n Noble Chicfl Much 
1 t I 1 will give him one 
t nl}v>e 1 savages tongue! 
the hatch yonder 
< tllEVS u/o tmteh lail^ 


t ( t\ 

'^cc 1 il that 1 1 le hot sol I Ip/ !e /!!'*! 
I 1' i / I r ,0 (ter VASCO 

D' n //r /jCHIEF 

< It 1 1- t / r II niowrtf th'i 
I ' ! H m pir*l tee tl c 

^ ^ * < t lifl tu'i> nvl % <{ 

' isi AFRICAN CmcF puit latter ttt 
in GaMa^; / / A r ai/rt »{ M ei 

* If P t (\ 

JM! \nw\\ CHicr fanl, yol' Tank >01 
I ink JO 1 

Vasco da Gama \t r ,/j) What have we 
1 e Saw I , ever the I kc The shiff is «oft as 
iel ts not sikj 

I->n7 \Lr ur/ to lor^\ l,s ^pt silk! God 

knows i at Is' 

1ST AFRICAN OllEK [s i,„,lCahcD calico 1 
(r/i" Sailors! ‘ 7 / o«/ echo calico calico 1 
VASCO 0A Gam \ Cahe, calico! But where is 
it marie 

’ND AFRIH CHIEF Cll,c„, CallCUll 
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{The Sailors hmi}b mul rchn ‘ Calicut r 
‘Calicutl’] 

Vasco da GAVA. [ LdUfjfiint/.] Cnlicntl Calicull 
Where is Calicut? 

1ST Africans’ Chief. [ liishu/ and pmnlinu east- 
ward.] There! 

Vasco da Gama. [Starthiu «p.l There? Over the 
sea? Chief Jirx/.s.l They make it? I CHIEF i 
Biff country? [CHIEF .svV/n.v to sliain hi/ines.s.] Rich? 
[CHIEF tonefips his tjohl earrinas and signs to .show 
great wealth.] Very far? [CHIEF sign-s not so very far.] 
Vasco da G.^MA. [Flin(i.s out hi.senans.] At last! 
at last! Ho! You there Pedro, up with the anchor, 
and Diaz, pipe all hands to the sails — but stay; 
ere we start — [ He strides to the figure head of the 
Virgin, doffs his cap and kneels.] All thanks to thee, 
most Holy Mary. Guide us, we 3>rny thee, as thou 
hast guided us so far on this most perilous ad- 
venture. [ Rises, faces about.] So now for the East ! 
Farewell, good chiefs! Someone see them to their 
boats. Diaz! is the anchor up? 

Diaz. Aye, aye, sir! 

Vasco da Gama. Then set her on her course 
due East! Due East! 
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rtiL COl liMN OF DUPLEIX 


If the <ii. f li^lind hid been on India 
with 1 \ c t tnJ v«h her, so had ihe c>e> 
of Frtuf' lia 1 bi"n the case m ErtRlaod 

one r 11,1 in\ of lu'^rhTnts after another had been 
formed for ihc puipa^e of erplotting the East, 
until in A D 1719 some of the older companies 
joined together and busme-vs began in real earnest 
Thenceforward the ii\alr> between the French and 
the English grev m I became acute in 17H. when the 
French appoinu ! a'^ fiovcrnor one Joseph Duple** 
They uere lu(.ky In iheir choice, for he was an 
estraordinanlv i'>|e nwn To begin with he had 
spent jU his life .n India where be had aifla^^ed 
a huge fortune He was thus well acquainted with 
he manners and customs of Ihe East, and his 
wife a verv clever woman who helped him m ad 
his work, had been born and bred in India The 
ten years therefore were one long record of 
plots and connterplou in which the French had 
1 dei.iiled advantage mer the English, nnid one 
Robert Clive appeared on ihe side of the latter 
He was quite a young man, but success went 
with him everywhere and after a senes of sieges 
engagements md intrigues, he completely broU 
the French power in India As a sort of proof 
that he hail done this, he uuerly destroyed the 
memorial column which Dupleix had erected to 
celebrate his victories 



DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 


ROBERT CLIVE. 

A CAPTAIN. 

A SERGEANT. 

} Servants of Nazir Jmig, the Nizam- 
ul-Midk of the Deccan, who had 
been assassinated by order of Dii- 
pleix, 

1ST Citizen. 

2ND Citizen. 

Soldiers. 

SCENE. 

The City of Dupleix-Faffckabad ( or the City of 
Dnplcix's Victory). The market-place; in the centre 
a cohmn of fo^lr sides with mi inscription on each 
in English, French, Persian and Tamil. 

{ The Servants of Nazir Jang and the CITI- 
ZENS are seated smoking and talking.] 

1st Citizen it is a fine tower 1 
Mubarak. Mayhap — but it was built with blood- 
money. My master lost his life close to here by 
foulest assassination. 

2nd Citizen. Call you it that? He was at the 
head of hi^ army, and they say he commanded 
300,000 soldiers. 
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BAHADUR. But Clive Sahib may come here. 

1ST Citizen. Not he. ’Tis miles out of bis way. 
He goes to Arcot. 

[Biifjle sounds.] 

2ND Citizen. [Jumping up.] What’s that? 

A VOICE. [ Outside] Haiti Mark time till the 
main body forms up. 

Bahadur. Soldiers I Which side I wonder? 
MUBARAK. English '. ’Tis all the English now 1 
Bahadur. I Running ojf] I’m for either side so 
long as there is fair fighting. 

[ Mubarak fdi I ows h i m .] 
Mubarak. [As he nms off.] I am for fighting 
both sides. 

1ST Citizen. Hail Hail War is upon us once 
more. Will it never end? 

2.ND Citizen. Hal l Hai I Why can the strangers 
not leave us in peace? 

[ Enter CLIVE followed by his CAPTAIN, SER- 
GEANT and four SOLDIERS. The CITIZENS 
salaam. He returns the salute but looks 
straight ahead] 

Clive. So that's the column — the column of vic- 
tory which Mens. Dupleix has thought fit to erect. 
Ha ! Ha ! Sergeant ! go, prod it with your bayonet. 
Tell me of what it is made. 

SERGEANT. Yes, sir. [ Marches his four o#.l 
Clive. No Englishman coxild ever have built a 
thing like that! 
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Captain No sir and on the \ery place where 
he w as parl\ t ] a ( ul murder, for it was just here — 
wasnl It sr thu ihe Ni?am ul-Mulk was shot 

Clive That s I infte It IS the bombast of tt, 
the intokrah! arroR»n«.e Pah* it makes me sick 
Well Sergeant • 

I Sergeant rc enter-* 1 
Sergeant FuU > i m/im outside, sir, muck m 
CUVE. Most appropriate' It will be muck [3u 
Captain 1 Bring your company lip sir, and bid 
Captain Green bring his pioneers 
Captain { Saiiitin</ I Sir ' I Goc-t otd ] 

Clive [Adirra^,n>) Citizens ) Now you shall 
see what that fox Dupicixs victories are worth 
Look at them blazoned up there in four languages 
1 am only going to use one for mine Dust and 
ishes' Are >ou all formed up over there ? I Speiikx 
hud an I lixlin, stra„tht thu„l ^ hm ] Now menl 
Wc have by the grace of God and the valour of 
our arms beaten the Trench off the field They 
ave not ne leg left upon which they can stand 
4nd ^\e ire not [q ^iir,„ (^15 column in 

•■cribeil iviih all ihe,r Bo-calleil Mctoiies lo have one 
either Pioneerv forward' Hatchetv and picks ' ' 
haie marched you twimiy „,,cc way on 

purpose lor Ihi, affair so my whole army may join 
m if It chooses 

[A iCfiring ditvr ^nunds of fallinq bricks 
mortar General hubbub ] 
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[Clive Ihtms a vioment, a smile on his face.\ 
They enjoy their task. It is a regular game to 
them, and it ends the game of the French and 
English once and for ever. So now to get some 
breakfast. [ Exit.] 

[ Noise confimies. Finally silence. Then a 
chorus of *' Ood save the King" from be- 
hind the scene, ] 
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COOTE By Intlmt, the dice, sir' K®’'* 

jour opinion first instead of last as usual The 
majontv louKl not i.h«« se but follow Sabat Jun? 

IS the seprj". nil \ou 

CLi\-E ! 1 DarinR in War’ eh’ Not a 

bad name m lots «. nmlr\ where amlacitj counts 
frr S rruLh \el sour nrRiiments netrly shook 
me Coolc 1 spent twi hnirs of sotitarjr thought 
over them afterwards hefrre I accepted the risk 
CoOTE A Efett risk Suraj ud-dowlah hts 
50 000 infantrv neir IftOOft cavalry anti 50 fiuos 
aeainst our forte f ^000 all told 
CXlVE I Only ) Tv use me He has more Ye“ 
have forgotten the Frenchman Sindr^ and his 
contingent It is as well to be accurate when one 
IS counting up one’s enemies | S)ntlc» ^udiknly 1 
Bui It has to be Coote ii has to be If Suraj 
ud dowhh was a real man — even such a man 
as the peasants are about here — I micht hesitate 
befo'-e attarkinij bin the young man is n simple 
brute a monster hoary in vice, and he will top^- 
ple over like a house of cards at the first touch 
I assure joii And IPen look jou Coote* I have 
other work to do when this is over I have to 
settle England s hold on India on decent and ho- 
nourable lines I have taclean the Augean stable 
of the services Even tbe Armj, Coote, is not 
immaculate — 

Coote { Huffil j;l I fad to see, sir, that we are 


any worse — 
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ClWB. Worse I Good Heavens', no, that is im- 
'possible. Why there is hardly one official high or 
low, but has his fingers in the pvrrse of some petty 
rajah or another. And that must be stopped if we 
are to hold India. And we nnistl So to-day de- 
cides itl If I hold over till to-morrow Mir Jafar, 
the Nawab’s uncle, who only waits to see which 
side the cat will jump, will decide against us. He 
is absolutely untrustworthy, but if we win he can 
be bribed to do his duty. Omichand is hopeless — 
also absolutely faithless. I consider him the biggest 
rascal in the worldl Yet I must play with him tool 
[ Walks about restlessly.] But of that by and by. Mean- 
while I so far fall in with your caution, that I will not 
attack till nightfall. That will hide the smallness 
of our force. So now to rest. 

COOTE. Good-bye, sir, and I wish I were as con- 
fident as you. 

CU\rE. Confident? Good Heavens, sir! who can 
be confident when they risk all on the hazard of 
a die — I hope — that is all. 

[Exit COOTE.] 

Clive, j Looking out over the massed enemy. ] If 
this miscarries all the blame will be laid on me, 
not On the fools who have brought about the im- 
passe. "Well, so be it. 

[I.xtys himself on o couc/t and falls asleep in 
a -Nccond.] 

t Enter MAJOR KILPATRICK in a hurry 1 
Kilpatrick. Sir! Sir! 
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CLIVE I Ini »»«/ 1 Well what is it? 
klLPlTRlCK The enemy l^ rctinng — vfhy, Go 
v.siho)i tbt exchinge of t shot Seizing 
the (.ppjruin.ti \ hi\c ordered an attack on the 
tank ourupie I by the French 

CLIVL I S/ r/»»vl Foil ha»e ordered' What the 
iieui do vou mean by aciing on your own re^ 
ponsibiiity sir’ 111 ha\e you cashiered It must be 
Slopped at onc« There is to be no ittack till nightfall 
[ esiUt } n <>lly MAJOR KILPATRICK.] 

\ 4 f*o«v •lesitUory firinn shouts etc.] 
j Ro’evter CLIVE 1 
I TiJ Ai»h if ] kilpair ck was right The oppottu 
nity had lome "Ves’ he was right He has brain* 
f must remember iiim l/Jur/fca in Ah *iiorfi 1 So 
now for the cast of the die Victory or defeat 
before sunset 

{iiter 1 st Orderly officer I 
1ST Orderly Officer The tank is taken, sir 
but a large section of the enemy is detaching itself 
to the aoiilh eaM and is advancing against us 
Clive Tell Captain Coote to send a detachment 
to oppose It at once I will be there myself m ^ 
few momenls 

( Hitrnedly pul* paper together nn table looks 
fir a necand <r iuo at the mop 1 

{Enter 2nd ORDERLY OFFICER- 1 
2NT) Orderlv Officer The advancing troops 
sir, appear to be fnends Mir Jafar is at their 
head 
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Clive. [Burstinq into n l(ti(qh.\ Mir ]afarl 
Prince of rats I The ship must be sinking indeed 
or he would not leave it I So, let me think. Yes! 
send orders for general attack all along the line. 
Now is our chance. We must push it home. 

[lie-enter 1ST ORDERLY OFFICER.] 
[Clive sits down nl the table, writes hurried 
orders and hands them to the iwo ORDERLY 
Officers who exeunt hurriedly.] 

[Clive, still sUtinq and bitiiu/ his Jiails.] 
Why did the enemy retire? Is it possible that it is 
a trick? No, for Mir Jafar — 

[Jie-ente.r 2ND ORDERLY OFFICER.] 
2ND Orderly Officer. This man, sir, brings a 
message fiom — 

MESSENGER, Mir Jafar Sahib Bahadur. 

[ Presents u letter.] 
Clive. [ Tears letter open and reads, then Jlhif/s 
it aside.] The double-dyed traitor! Upon my sou! 

1 feel for the first time in my life some pity for 
that miserable villain of a Nawab! To have such 
men about him ! Scoundrels who can advise a 
general retirement, then send secret letters coun- 
selling attack to the enemy ! By Heavens ! I will 
have my revenge on them when the time comes. 
But that is not yet— not yeti England comes first. 
’Tis only the first part of her victory that has 
been won at the field of Plassey ! The rest re- 
mains for other hands, and yet other hands than 
mine to do. And it will be done! 

11 . 


D M » 
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PRINCLSb KRISHNA KUMARI 

While the Europeans vsere foiindinR settlement:, 
on India s coral stnnd the ceninl portions of 
the gren peninsuh reinnneil «iu»te imtoiiched by 
Western influence Rijinitini cspecnlly htldlo its 
old traditions so thni ti wis possible for the fo' 
lowiOR incident to occur so Intc as the beRinninS 
of the nineteenth century when the coast lineoflndi^ 
'^as hifiy cuiliztd \el esen here Rana Bhuns 
iction shows thst the fine oUl Rajputs creed of 
Honour before Life was weabeninR 



DRAMATIS PERSONAE. 


BHIM SINGH, Rana of Udaipur. 

AMBASSADOR from Jaipm. 

AMBASSADOR from Scindiah. 

Princess KR lSH.NAKUlVLARI,Bhim Singh’s daughter. 
HER MOTHER, Bhim Singh’s wife. 

Her Brother, Bhim Singh’s son. 

SagWANT Singh, Chief of Karra dur. 

Attendants, Chamberlain, etc. 

SCENE. 

The private aiidicnce-liall at CItifore, the chief town 
of Udaipui\ 

BHIM Singh. [Oh his throne.] But I am bound 
by my word to my cousin of Jaipur. 

Jaipur’s Ambassador. AyeS and I claim fuiai- 
ment. The Princess Krishna Kumari must he forth- 
with wedded to my master, or instant war will fol- 
low to avenge the insult. 

SCINDIAH’S Ambassador. And if my master’s re- 
quest— nay 1 seeing that he is overlord, his ordei — 
be not acted upon, his armies will soon enforce 
it. She must marry the Rajah of Jodhpur. 
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BHl\f btNGK In .“Uhcr Cl em/ lunl > dc olate 
my p oiie o%en heJicl «<• annoi pe viUiyou 

r^nUemen ter n « 1 ur let . See’ I 

,ron e that iea l««t » h n\ l be 

t e U er f brace n y i "btet \ a^' n ^ 

t, ce h t cltiu any mm bt HI fcl i, n 

SasDl\H^ ■\MPA'*\txR I I i >bc 

u l n Tfry ns have h I 

JMPIRS AMB\S UKR bh I I lit I r n 

casement t t 

SUVDiMls \\tR\n \rK I» U I var 
jMPlRa AMB\V>'D0P \ ar il e kn fc 

IfrM 

BHIMSisrn l, la u d nc O r ri 1 I l 

fer cr e u toqi. I r U c saWc ot a prettv i. Ivf e 

PRISLCSskRtSHNWslNUKl I Ve;p I 

t I (t ( I o \ Nay n I so n>> father l-o’ 

1 hace heard aU m\ «\«\ei ihiough rre shnB m> 
heloced country be nasiel n «tr | An eet< 
t^/ / t’r fail r\ Father vere 1 a boy >0«d 
i,ite (Tie teice to fitjli for Ldatpur Now since 
I a t b It a poor p tifot girl !ei me but d e for 
her What co nt «n> | fe acatrist n smart or 
hurt of the e poor patent people who ha\e a! 
re-idy stood lone years of war an I dread adversitj •* 
Lo' my beaut) bds men f^ht for n- They 11 
sheath tne r sword^v when n tt, cold and dead 
Brother’ Ihy knife here m rny breast 

I SAc 6( re'* ler lo^oin J 
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BHIM Singh. Krishna! my child. What! thou 
wouldst die for us ? 

Krishna. There is no other way to peace. When I 
am dead, these princes will not- quarrel to possess 
mj’ corpse. 

Mother. out.] No! No! this shall not 

be. Heart’s darling! come. Lo! I will hide thee 
.safe. No man siiall find thee. 

Krishna. They will find other victims, mother. 
Let me ro where peace dwells ever, where no man 
can vex my heart or mind. [Tiiruiug to her father.] 
Think for a moment, O most revered, most beloved ! 
’tis one small life against the valued lives of many 
innocent folks who cling to life — as I do not. 
Father, let me die ! 

BHIM Singh. Her words strike home. These 
men backed by iHahratta force may make my 
realm a desert. 

Krishna. Thou seest the truth, my father. I must 
die. Yet let me die with honour by a noble hand. 
Brother ! the task is thine. Draw out the dagger 
sacred to our creed of truth and faith, and drive 
it home. Here! in my heart! 

Brother. [ Hraiuinc/ In'ii dufjoer. ] Noblest of 
women ! Lo ! my pride leaps up to join your courage. 
In long years to come, the Rajput maidens shall 
sing songs of you and tell how Princess Krishna 
died. [ He odvanccs to strike the blow but his courage 
fails him. He throws up his hand and lets the 

I 

' / 
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liqqrr Ir j lie cv er I t fite i ttli htt hands 1 1 
tannot oh 1 cannot* SiMer forgive me — thou art 
ul! too liir tor death 

kRISHNV I T«r«jn ;fo A r n rfAej ] Mother, I crave 
fr m you the list k>>t that a Rajput mother gtves 
when her daughter a honour is in danger Mine is sore 
beset These princes clam ur for me and 1 will 
not wed tor threats of murder in I of pillage Give 
lie the poison draught that kills as it is drunk 
Quick' mother <imck' 
troTHER Hearts darling isk me not 
Krishna iPr U,\ Lo l do ask it Yea I 
ask of thee m> mother to lefend the body thou 
I ast borne 

mother 1 Oo, I 11/ I ■ , ) No mother can re 
se that last reiiuesi 


I Oops 1 

KrjSHS \ [ 6 ni / 1 , 1 Look n >t so ^ad father* And 

T H too brotherline’ Remember hoiv »n days long 
<^nce \se women di I bTavm..the fire rather tharr 
alb ig into hinds we hated 
Brother But Ihn ,a, J, Boren, We men drerf 
tto ,ell„c each Kupm ,„e tor tnenty of the 
' I lied \ovi — 

BttSHNT The men »re different and the people 
eraiedo pe ce 

, Moiher Imirtm a tup] 

Thank mother 1 I TVrtea « ,, „p , 

every Erro„, sotj.ee 
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himself, I drink it. [ Drm/cs — stands for a second. 
Then turns to her mother. ] Mother ! thou hast de- 
ceived me. This is not the poisoned draught of 
death. What matter? I will go and for myself 
prepare the sweet knsumba drink which buys soft 
sleep that never wakens. Farewell ! 

( Goes, Mother follows weeping. ] 
BHIM Singh. [ Gloomilg. ] She is full set on 
this, and ’tis a way out of our difficulty. And I 
would rather see her dead than wedded to the 
minion of that low-bred hound. 

Brother. And fighting we would have but 
little chance. 

[ Enler CHAMBERLAIN. ] 
ChaMBERL.AIN. The Chief of Karradur, Sir Sag- 
want Singh, demands an instant audience. He hath 
ridden hard. 

BHIM Singh. Let him come in. 

[ Enter SAGWANT SINGH breathless wilh haste.] 
SAGWANT Singh. My lord, my lord — the Princess ? 
Docs she live ? 

[ BHIM Singh and Brother look at each other 
and are silent. ] 

For I have heard vague rumours that she means to 
kill herself rather than trust herself to our good 
swords; and that must never be said. What! shall 
a Rajput maiden choose the help of death while 
there remains a man w'ho owns a sword? Old as I 
am — 

[Attendant and mother enter weeping.] 
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MOTHFR Lo ' «:he has chosen On her bed she 
Ues as if asleep Bwt she wdl never wake' Ahl 
woe IS me ' 

Sagw \xT Singh The Pnocess then »s dead ’ 
Mother she wiU not wake acim 
Sagwant biNGH J Tims pii'i'^ianiitilij to BHnj 
SISGK I d KRISHNA s BROTHER rr^ftnuej beneath hti 
frolli Tien Hn<>nkh$ his n ird \ My ancestors O 
Vvins have served yours for th«rt> Renrrations and 
of blame I dare 5vy notluni? but of this be sure mv 
sword will ne ef aeain be driv n for joii or yours 
1 lay It here down in ibe dust of Kings' Farewell 
for ever' 

[He (a/s s 01 1 oi ih f J (f the thrme nnrf 
eut } 
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From the date of Aurungzebe’s death the dynasty 
of the Great Moguls and the Empire founded by 
great Baber, and handed on intact through greater 
Akbar and his descendants, Jahangir, Shahjahan, 
and Aurungzebe, had sunk lower. Still by name the 
Emperors of India, they ceased to have any power, 
until in the nineteenth century one Shah Alum 11., 
old, miserable, blind, keeping up a ragged royalty 
in those incomparable palaces at Delhi which 
neither time nor treachery could touch, placed 
himself voluntarily under British protection. 

He was quite a good man, but helpless — 'almost 
imbecile; briefly the degenerate outcome of a long 
line of men who had forgotten kingship in luxury. 
He lived for a few years, more or less a pri- 
soner. Then his son reigned as Akbar II. and 
finally his grandson Bahadur Shah, by his treachery 
to his protectors, forfeited their support and died 
in Burma. Thus the Mogul dynasty rvhich began 
so marvellously came to an end. 



nUVMVriS PFRSON/C 


•^HSH \LVM il»c \losi^ ‘»«;el85 1)1 ml ilecrepU 
•\Kn\R bMAH h s son age! 5" 

MiR4\ BkH^ntR SH\h hs grantfson agcJ 35 
MiRik MOCLL hs granck )n aged 8 
THF DlW \S 
GEVERAL LAkr 
Hii ^ D C 

r )n 

SCL\E 

Tl D U ton MlMt \UUM fjd w»»d 

f / I If! •* u hr n *mctH tatterer! 

I I c pj ll * i t//cH c// in /n'’ 

rj ih * fl or 1 1 I) In t I i I 

SHAH ALtM i U ; prt i\ Will he be a'^ 
„o* 1 th nk y s P on Sahib * 

MlRZA AKn\R \\h C11 siy bul H has to be’ 
The English he) ^ ihe Trench and Perron 
Sahib was a Frtn h a* 

MfRZA BAHADLR }Aw , t /.. hnie 3 
Aye if 's.e are t K p\|hc throne of our antes 
tors for fiur sons \e nevl protcoion 
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Shah alum. [ Wltimpi’rhui. j Protection ! Who 
needs it more than 1. the Emperor of ail the 
Indies? Lo ! how the wicked have troubled nif. 
poor .servant of God, whose life has been spent 
with saints and sacred books. Hai ! Hai ! Hail 
When I remember -[Nod.'t his head (larruhitishj.] 
How did it begin? I forget. Always the same! 
Always being asked to sign papers or pay armies, 
with scarce a pice in the palace to pay for the cook 
room. Then when Gholam Kadir the Rohilla — 
Hai ! Hai ! 

MIRZA Bahadur. \ To his UfUe son.] Mogli, 
go quick to grand-dad and caress him — that may 
make him calm. 

MiRZA Mogul. Grand-dad ! See I have on my 
best clothes — do f not look smart ? 

Shah Alum. [Fondlu.] Thou lookest what thou 
art — a prince of Timur’s race. But is not the gold 
upon thy sarpash a trifle tarnished? It feels fray- 
ed. But I am blind, blind ! ’Twas Gholam Ka- 
dir did it. 

MIRZA AkBAR. Forget it, father. 

Shah Alum. Never ! He was there rlown by 
the scented baths and he asked. for hidden trea- 
sure and I knew of none. Then said he I was 
of no use and should be blinded ; but I begged 
him to spare the old eyes that for sixty years had 
grown dim with the daily study of God’s Word 
and he spared them. 
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MtR2A BaHADI>R 1 StKijbin^/i' 1 Yeal Yea’ He 
spared them i'rdnii>dad so let be — the Enghsh- 
min IS torrtini. anon 

Shah AHM Lo' It IS ever be- 

fore mj rnind-eti \l.b»T my sonl thy groans 
wiU kiU me How the> tortured you, my sons, 
my gnndsins to firm out where the treasure was 
hidden -and there » w none' I tel! you there is 
none We hi\( no m wnre Oh take my sight, 
you fiends of ih« n thir>n>«( hell rather than force 
mv e\(.s f.see«o b tn»s vtub inhuman cruellies’' 
With dial he k ipt upon m« i feel the knife in 
m> eves now H« Hii' Have mercy! Hate 
merit' IUm, I 

{ .1 t>uqle sownifi ] 
Mirza AKKap Fuhtt' for the honour of our 
House be calm The Fngtish envoy comes Let 
him not hnd thi Einp r r of IntJn the descen- 
dant of great Baber m teirs 
SHAH Alum { l/ r. «/«ier|y ) And wherefore 
noH W not a priwners l,fe ever full of tears’ 
For tow lonn hiv, 1 been slave ,he MahratlasI 
tnd now this Englishman — 

Wkz* BakadPR He will p,j beller. I Ih.at 
Shah Alum I*#,,,,, j,, j si^ybapl Maj- 
topl And we need mnne, sorely Sure 'us lime. 
Mire, Albar, Itiat yoo Enel.sh- 

■"»» h.the,, and Diwa„. 

Of the strictest etiquette 
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DlWAN. As the Most High commands. 

{ Boivn. Exit after MlRZA AKBAR. ] 

Shah alum. Mogli, bring thy club and ball, it 
may pass the time. 

MIRZA Mogul. Yea, grand-dad! 

{ Tlteji play. Eagles. J 
[Enter GENERAL LAKE escorted by MiRZA 
AKRAR and DlWAN and followed closely by 
AIDE-DE-CaMP, who takes the GENERAL’s 
hat. ] 

AIDE-DE-CAMP. Glad to get yon here, sir. 
What a crowd and how strangely they looked at 
you ! 

General Lake, f Po);ijuo«.s7j/. ] They were anxi- 
ous to look at the deliverer of the Sovereign from 
a state of degradation and bondage. 

[ Suitable salutations pa.ss. GENERAL LAKE 
is seated _ on a chair facing the MOGUL. 
Attar and pan are handed round.] 

General Lake. The affair having been previous- 
ly settled by which the Most Illustrious Monarch 
Shah Alum, Emperor of all the Indies, does, for 
due consideration, as mentioned, place himself and 
his heirs — 

MiRZA AKBAR. Huzoor ! 

General Lake. Under the • protection of the 
British raj, all that is necessary is to affix the 
signatures to this document. You have it, I think ? 

Aide-DE-Camp. [ Producing deed. 1 Yes, sir. 
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General L\ke. l vntl sinn is ioV.en of 
^.ooil faith 

1 1 ttnftn'i '•Inlf I'^bnatffit u>t/i ixn uiiii itiK i 
(/A M/ii-i 1 Now Your Majesty 
SHAH ALIM ( A tm/Ki /fv I 'b "ei* 

TiWe n m> --Dn 

i MiRiA AKBAR <lr«t»/x Ihe rin; from hi$ 
fif/ui X fiit/fcr mkr il ‘r<I “i / ii* } 
GEN4RAL LaRC So thu is done nnd ivc trust 
in the future 

1 iiixr, ] 

Shah Alim I /’isex <c/«. «ini ii»k'‘ <i> ;>m 
/irf;)frxy/u ] Ij d \ nt not tell me there was some* 
thinj, more 

DIVSAN I Curtii u*lu I \ta' Most MiRhtj in eon* 
sulerition of this piece of paper I fuinfux dft'M 
It 18 \our iliRhnc ss pleisurc bestow on Gentnl 
"LaVe Sahib nahuhir the titles of Sword of the 
Sntc ' the Hero of the Land iht Lord of the 
Auc" md the Airtonotis in War 

ICOIRTIERS Wahf Wahfi 
General LaKL. <)n behalf of the creai Company 
i serve I thauW Aonr Majestj for this marV of 
favour, and f trust m the future 

Ifioux nnd takps hii lente J 
MiRZA AKBAR. Whit allowance did thej pro* 
mist in the deed? 

DlWAR It is not tnemvoned Only that due 
regard shall be paid to the comfort and convenience 
of Your Royal Highness 
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Shah alum. [Leimin<j on /a\ staff.] I ^voiild 
like to see it once again before I die. 

MiRZA Bahadur. See what, father? 

Shah Alum. The legend on the wall. [ He 
looks up. ] Canst read it. MogU ? See it goes 
round and round — always the same. Read it. 
child. 

MIRZA Mogul. [ReodiiKj Hoidu.] “AgarFirdus- 
i-Zamin ust, hamin ust, hamin ust, hamin ust." What 
does that mean, grand-dad? 

[ The old King urep.-^. The PRINCES, COURT- 
IERS bow their heads .sudtii. ] 


If there be a Paradise upon Earth, it is this, it is tliis, it is this ! 





\ saM niiniitr f tht In lian poi^fes call the 
Great Mutiny ul 18»7 bj ibt name of hav-a” 
that i<i to a3> a ttin I r breath 

\ «ipirit in thtr worN nwept thrniii’h the liml 
ilnvini., men hitl cr n I tl nhcr 
What the real an e f the Miums was it is 
useless to en )u f \ hints have hetn written 
about it without tint r rosuii ihan to show that 
nine tenths of tbt pt pte l In In knew nothing 
whatever of a par 1y iliity lutinj 
What they wniU htv Ion hail they known 
It la uselesa to en iu re I nt is heller spent in 
sJtowmt, what they I I 
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FaiZU, the householder. 

ADHAM, his son. 

JEWANI, his wife. 

Fatima, his dauRhlei'in-law. 

NaNNI, his old mother. 

Imam, his brother, an old servant of the Sahih- 
lOR. 

SCENE. 

The village hut of a Ranghur familn in the Roh- 
tak dist7'id. Tt is nighf. 

The householder', an old man, is eating his sjqrjret-. 
His son, a wan of middle age, has just come in and 
is smoking his chilbim. A very old woman squats 
by the fire stirring a pot of milk. A young woman 
sits in a cornier veiled. The house-mother is bustling 
about over' the. supper. 

FaiZU. When 1 was watering the fields to-day 
I saw a great body of horsemen on the horizon, 
t wonder who they were! 

jEWANl. The Toorks, mayhap. Nanni is always 
talking of them. She says she saw some when 
she was gathering radishes at the well the other 
day, but they had white faces like the Sahibs. 
She hid herself for fear. [ Bawling. ] Didn’t you, 
Nanni ? 

12 . 


D, H. T. 



NA\NI I Ihf milk \ Aycl Aycl The 

ToorW Koe'' ‘'"^1 he corner; l*itt they should be 
ill Held bv now The last came jost after I »as 
born Mv niothtr cioitht me up and fled to the 
wildcrnts'' And her w«inM» told talcs Ayel A>et 
1 Ftlh to -inoinQ ] The foorW’ The Toork I He 
wiU tinvl 

\nH\M Peace, jirandam I know 

not (nlher who ihej mi^ht l»c, but at the market 
io-da>, folk«. were saMoR there was n breath in 
ihe hnd 

Fatima i bit t Irnhi Itrntltfuj m lev twice fuU 
<f tetri 1 Whu nre I now that the only breatb 
1 cared hr Ins coscdl I!a«l Hul tny baby, my 
little baht Imic «ont 

JCWASl Peace* Peace' dauRtiier I tidaw! disturb 
not the men with thy Rnef Lo* 1 wept full sort 
when my fititlinc went Wnt God «ent another and 
1 was comforted 

NANM 17*0 liir*fif\ A>c» A>el He sends the 
children sure enouRh — thc> be His children ever 

Faizu What vveri lhe> sis mg at the market. 
Adhiin ’ 

AOHAM NothiHR for certain father, though some 
said there was to be a new master and that the 
Sahibs were to be turned out 

Faizu Allah* Wherefore? Did not the hurra Sahib 
Rive justice m mv case md I paid nauRbt for it? 
What more docs one want m a law-court? 
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ADHAM. And one — he ivas a stranger — said the 
Sahibs made their servants Christians by force. 

FAIZU. That is a lie. Thine uncle Imam hath 
served the Sahib-log for fifty years and if ever 
there was a pious one ’tis he. [Speaking emphati- 
calig.] Yea, Imam Khan is a saint and a pilgrim 
too. 

NANNI. Imam Khan ! Aye, he was my eldest born, 
a goodly godly lad. Faizu! why does he not come 
home and till the land like his fathers? 

Faizu. [Batvling.] He hath left the land to my 
care, mother. Mind you he hath no kind of his 
own. 

NANNI. Aye I Aycl he is a saint. He broke his 
heart when Zuleika and her babe died. Imam, my 
little lad ! I should like to see him again. 

Fatima. [Bawling.] Was the child old when it 
died, Nanni? 

NANNI. As thine child, .suckling. Nay ^veep 
not! If thou art patient God will send another. 

Faizu. Yea! Yea! I should like to see Imam 
again. We were right fond of each other as boys; 
but see yon he grew restless and went to serve 
the Sirkar. And how that he has grown old, he 
serves them still but not in the regiment. So it 
is a lie that tliey force people to be Christians. 
Imam knows the Holy Book by heart — 

. f Someone tnes the door. ] 



m DK.1AJAT/C ifi^ro«y of is’dia 

ADHAM Histl There ^omconi ai the <loor 
Re\ite, v.omcr> tvU t set- who 'u^ 

I Till tuo ttinnrn linddh tnlv <i cvni^r Old 
NANSI rimoim •Jtmiiii llu vitlk ADHAM 
upeni /fci door 4« (Jd mtin rpent iind 
Haid’ttninid ctirmitnf a bundle dnij'jrrs in 
and iioci tn thi fin ) 

1 Ere III ftiirftei 1/ In idanilAi^, hiil/ fitJh and 
the hinilh he irirru^ /tilh (in NaSSTs lap 
The «i«»i tiN biuk on An kni’es face (ft 
(•ux infA NaNM She preri nt him, then 
fm» I 

NaNM Irrnm' Imom* My son, my little son! 
See he is blouU stained Sec to him. Jrwani I 
cannot rise 

Imam, [Eamtly I Nay I Nay! It is naui;ht lam 
but out-wetncil A drint, of water for Heaven’s 
sake 

FAIZU. {Ijoudly I Quick! Give him water 

[NanM, sietfl cs (AoKoAf. («/(s off the milk- 
pot, pourv some into a lotah and oives it 
him 1 

NaNNI. I Tenderly ] As In the old days, O iny 
son! Now art thou s»afe at home with Amma^ 
jan. 

( iMASf drinks, sets dona Ihe lotah mth u 
deep stqh of content ] 

i -Imam Ycal God and hre prophet be praised^ 
We are safe 
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FaIZU. But Imam, tell us whai- 

IMAM. God knows what ! It came; in a moment 
like a breath from Hell maddeninj^ all. It was 
the hour of prayer. Tlicn in a second the sepoys 
were shootinjt. They killed the Colonel Sahib * 
but it was not my Colonel Sahib, he found free- 
dom yeans ajjo; but my Captain Sahib was his 
son and 1 served him and the Iniha -for lo 1 
the little iiiriit-Nuhih died when il was born. So 
as the Captain Sahib lay wounded to ileath there- 
was content in his eyes as he said. “There is 
only the child, Imam, only the child. Save him!" 
So I ran like a hare, and fxavc it a pellet of the 
dream-compcllcr to stop its cries. 

1 A pause. 1 

ADHAM. And then? 

Imam, l hid in the cane-brakes by day and 
<;ave the l)abe the suitar water to drink, and at 
nijjht I ran on and on and on. 1 thought — [His 
mice (jroirs a Utile imdr. ] of findinji you my mother. 
Then tlu- child — { Hr lean.'i forward and undoes 
Uie bundle a Utile so fhni no one but NaNNI can 
see. ] Lo ! he sleeps well, the cfinict Sahib. 

NAKNI. l>lrw,s close round the bundle in a moment, 
murmurinf/.] A child --a little child — 

[ T/te other women crowd round and peer.\ 

Jewani. Lo! how while it is! 

Fatima, its hair is as Ecold. 
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IMAM lake fart of it mother, so shall I not 
have eaten of my ma&terV ^alt m vain 

NaMNI i infl onri upstnndinr) and pnts the 
iiu7if/Ie into Fatima’s. or«iv 1 Did I not tell thee, 
child, God would semi inothert Nourish this one as 
ihme own 

PAIZU nmt AHH VM Bin the neighbours? 

t Tfi» HiTtP }icmcn faugh J 
JtWAM I ir»t/ <1 ■ittixniif «itrl Bull.ihl Hast 
never heard of dyt-iuff'’ Go tjxiick, Adbam, to the 
villaae shop .ind huv .i penny worth J 
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THE EMPIRE. 

In 1911 for the first time in the History of India, 
.an Emperor of ail the Indias, not only of a part 
•of it, sate on the throne of the Empire in Delhi. 
AuSoka, Akbar, Chundragiipta. even the half mythi- 
•cal King of Kings of whom we catch faint glimpse> 
in the dark ages of Indian History, never held the 
•sceptre over so large a portion of the earth 
•does George V., Kaiscr-i-Hind. After the mistaken 
mutiny of 1857 Queen Victoria abolished the old 
East India Company and undertook the Govern- 
ment of India herself. In 1872 she proclaimed 
herself Empress of India, but it was left to her 
grandson George V. to travel out from Eng- 
land and once more give his Indian subjects the 
pleasure and privilege of seeing their own Emperor 
-seated on the throne where so many Emperors 
have sate. Time brings many changes, but thougii 
the form is altered the spirit remains the same, 
for it is the spirit of slaves that dies, the spirit 
•of kings lives for ever. So the wisdom of Asoka 
4ind the wisdom of Akbar spoke in the words of 
tbe Great Emperor who sate on the throne on 
that fateful day of the great Imperial Durbar. 

And that wisdom is this. That true Government 
^can only exist through justice and charity, truth 
and purity, kindness and goodness. 
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M\‘=.TFPJl 

GLNCf\ I Hindu «-choolbo> Bun>a casle 
KR^SHS^ a Hindu sthoolbo> Brahman caste 

F\TTEH t Mahomedan «ichoolboys 
FAIZt t 

Bl DDUA T > er> old Hindu, 

AN \ND a samiU old Hindu (blind) 

Tk^ain I '1 djume Ian \illice elders 
bCENt. 

1, I i> t l> Mh A ttlh'/e eart rfrou-n 
l*n n i u hnr / ^pcctalorg It crout-W infA 
lUti - tl lAc /<W of tl n oroup of men 

Anand Nai’ Misterji thou must ro up 'Ve 
old one^ hue een enou’h in our time As for 
I le { am blind <o thy telling shall be mi eye'- 
CKORlfS OF BOAR \ei’ Masierji. come np' 
We shall not «nder<t3nd uithoi^ you 
MASTeRJI So be u. bojs! ( Chmbt up und dana'f 
>n wild f/i rf tbr cart Hi lonKi oloiil 1 There 
nojbini; let but soldiers soldiers everyuhire 1 
tannot compute how many there be 

HLSSAIN iFrw, UJn-i TiS not numbers that 
‘■ount Masterji’ The Itorthetners were but 20.0^ 
*' Paniput. yet 
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Buddha. Talk not' of Panipwt, my son. There 
have been too many battles there to know which- 
be which. 

MASTERJI. True, O Baba ! It is computed that 
two million men be buried beneath the sand of 
that desolate plain. 

GUNGA. [Fearfully.] Is it true. Masterji, that 
on moonlight nights you can heai their hones 
fighting still beneath the sand"? 

Masterji. Such talk is foolishness 

Buddha. Yet have T heard it when 1 was young, 
and so — 

ANAND. [l-nierferinq.] Yet, does it matter nol 
how many be dead ? For see you as great Asoka 
wrote: “Conquest by the sword is nol worthy the 
name of conquest.’' 

Masterji, True, most true, old triend ! And this, 
new Empire of ours stands, as Asoka had it, by’ 
justice and charity, truth and purity, kindness 
and goodness. Come boys, tell me wherein the 
greatness of our empire lies. Give us for and' 
against as in fair argument. 

Krishna. There were no schools in old lime.' 

Masterji. Ho! ho! go up one. Is that for or 
against ? 

[ Boys lauyh; some say, “ For,” some “ Against.”! 
Lo! 1 must ask the elders first. What think you, 
Babaji ? Are we worse or better? 
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Buddha ’Ti« better for old men, for sec you 
there IS peace 

ANAND And It IS better for devotion, for see 
you alt have freedom 

Ulam Aye, friend, 1 am with sou there it ts the 
house of protection 

HusSMN And it n belter for comfort See 
there iie postmen and railwav trams and telegrams 
and ami 

GUNGA And matches, Babajt ’ 

FaIZU And middle scboolsl! 

Krishna Ami roi«tersl'* 

1/1 rcor of fauj/iffr I 
MASTER}! Sow, bojs, steady’ till I make V®*'' 
undersuad On ehote ted tocV:% before uitbe Eii8* 
lish stood to mge a battle for freedom for the 
people Babaji, you remember when General Lake 
Sahib iame to give protection to the Badshah Shah 
Alum — how was n then? 

Buddha I S/»nl-«n 3 /|»» AcodJ Ayel Aye I 1 was 
there It was a sorry »ight and the land so bested 
with Mahntus that there was no room for peaceable 
folk 

MASTErji And yon, Anand? 

ANand [Slinking his liead\ It is past, Ma«tet- 
ji, what need for praise or blame? 

Mastfrj! And von. Imam? 
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Imam. I Sighing.] It would not have been so bad 
could one but have had justice: but each man’s 
hand was in his neighbour's pocket. 

Hussain. [Laughing.] To find nothing ! No, Mus- 
terji, there is more prosperity now-a-days and it 
will go on increasing. We tillers of the soil have 
enough four-anna bits to put them on our cart 
wheels. 

FaIZU. And to give me one fm sweets. 

[ Bonrfi of laughter. ] 

MASTERJI. Silence! Yes, the fight was for free- 
dom, to keep us from falling back into the ty- 
ranny of the past. 

sudden loud roar of a iiuii. 1 
[Holding up his hand.] Listen! that is the first 
gun of the Imperial salute. Cheer! boys, cheer! 
See there comes the Emperor! In the Far far dis- 
tance that cloud of dust — 

Boys. [ Crowd round.] Where, Master? Ob, I see ! 
Yes! He is coming. Listen to the roat of the 
guns. Ah 1 Ah ! Ah ! 

Buddha. Tell us when he passes, Maslerji, iliat 
we may do durshan as well as we can. 

I The Elders rise up in a row and .dand 
eager. ] 

Boys. Look ! Look ! 

GuNGA. That’s he — see his crown! 

Krishna. Oh! took the orb in his hand! 



